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ENDANGERED 
SPECIES 


The cars you see here are the Triumph 
TR6 and Triumph Spitfire 1500. Two rep- 
resentatives of what may well be a vanish- 
ing breed. 

You remember what happened to 
convertibles, don't you? How they got big, 
clumsy, and expensive? And how some 
auto makers reacted when they heard 
rumors about impending government 
regulations? 

One by one, the convertibles dis- 
appeared. In view of this history, there's 
never been a better time to invest in a 
TR6 or Spitfire. 


No matter where you drive them, 
these British open sports cars get you close 
tonature. Because they give you the sun 
in the morning, the moon in the evening, 
and the wind-in-the-hair feeling of freedom 
all the time. 

They also give you the feel of the road. 
Because unlike the clumsy convertibles, 
the performance and handling of the open 
TR6 and Spitfire make them truly worthy 
of the name sports car. 

They have high-torque, high-revving 
engines. Four-speed, fully-synchronized 
transmissions. Four- wheel independent 


suspensions. Responsive rack-and-pinion 
steering. And sure-stopping front disc 
brakes. 

In fact, ће TR6 and Spitfire give you 
everything you need to make driving even 
more fun than it was in one of those good 
old convertibles. 

Keep the species alive. Buy one. 


TRIUMPH © 


For the name of your nearest Triumph dealer call: 800-447-4700. In Illinois call 800-322-4400. British Leyland Motors Inc., Leonia, New Jersey 07605. 


GILLETTE ANNOUNCES 


AN ADJUSTABLE TRAC П. 


Five settings on the cartridge let you choose 


the shave that suits you best. 


Nobody knows better than you how 
a razor feels on your face, whether it 
feels right or whether a slight adjust: 
ment could make it feel better. 

So now, in addition to the regular 
Trac IL’ Gillette also makes a Trac II 
cartridge that's adjustable. 


Fivesettings, 
oneis perfectfor you. 
The new Adjustable TracIL 
cartridge has five different settings. 


Low, medium, high, and two settings 
in-between. So whether your face and 
beard are tough, tender, or in-between, 
you can get a Trac II two-bladed 
shave that feels just right for you. 

And, since the settings are on the 
cartridge. you can easily adjust them 
with one finger. even in the middle 
of your shave. 


> 
The Trac -razor Effect, 

adjusted to your own beard. 

With the Adjustable Trac IT you get 
the great Trac II two-bladed shave. 

The first blade shaves the whisker 
and stretches it out from the skin. 
Then before the whisker snaps all the 
way back, the second blade can 
shave it again, closer. 

You also get regular Trac II comfort, 
because both blades in the Adjustable 


Trac I cartridge are recessed for 
a safer shave that's j ight for you. 

Adjustable cartridges fit the 

regular TracII handle. 

if you already own a regular Trac II 
you can buy the adjustable cartridges 
separately. They'll fit right on your 
own handle 

If you don'town a TracI razor. 
you can buy the Adjustable Trac I 
complete. 

Both are available wherever 
regular Trac П is sold. 


The closest thingtoa perfect shave. 


PLAYBIL ONE pay last 

winter, a clan- 
destine squad of Playboy crazies 
aged an impromptu  ticker-tape 
irade outside the CIA headqua 
ters in Washington. They hired a 
br band, a ad a street- 
cleaning machine, hung a banner 
(WELCOME HOME, HOWARD HUNT) 
and, to the whir of paper shredders, 
trudged past that den of inquiry. 
Over the next few months, we sort- 
ed through tons of confetti and 
microfilm streamers and discovered 
Eyes Only, the Magazine of the 
Central Intelligence Agency. Obvi- 
ously, we were duty bound to re- 
produce it. 

We also found clear-cut evidence 
of domestic spying; it seems that 
our Government's cloi 
gang got an advance look 
Hooker's pi 
the Year \ 
tule of intelligence is to know im- 
portant revelations before the rest 
of the world does. Assuming that 
this issue makes it past the men 
who open your mail, you're in for 
a good rcad. (If it docsn't, you'll 
have to look up the following 
ticles in the minutes of the Senate 
CIA hearings.) For starters, there's 
t IT of The Fight, Norman 
Mailers knockout account of the 
Mi-Foreman encounter е. We 
promised Mailer that we wouldn't 
give away the ending, so, for a buck 
d а quarter а copy, you get an 
even chance to guess the winner. 
Jog through the long, dark African 
night with the champ of American 
ers, then read Sam Merrill's in- 
terview with one of the contend- 
crs— Joseph Heller. The author of 
Catch-22 has a new book, which 
begins with the line: "I get the 
willies when I sce closed doors. 
Something Happened is not the | 
ography of supersleuth William 
Colby. 

Onc man's apocalypse is another 
man's paradise. Two continental 
land masses meer in California 
what is called the San Andreas 
ult. If you're like some people, 
you probably believe that when the 
rthquake comes, the Western land mass will slide into the 
Pacific Ocean, taking most of California with it. Hopefully, 
the Beach Boys will be on tour at the time, If you live in Car 
mel, on the Big Sur coast ve that when the b 
y comes, the nd mass will slide into the Ail. 


RHODES 


SANDBERG 


EDWARDS HOOKER 


ne, you be 


tic 
d your property value will be the better for it. Sound slightly 


anthropi as writer Richard Rhodes would agree. Not 
о. he traveled the length of the Golden 


«ompanying illustration by Susan Fenske, is a grim picture of 
the place where the rich ich the sun set оп Amer- 
Rhodes tried to remain objective and not take sides, but 
last report, he was back in California, driving wedges into 
n Andreas Fault, Which brings us to another disaster: 


the 


KOSOESRY 


What would you do if your local 
hamburger outlet went on strike? 
Larry Tritten, who installs bug- 
ging devices in white courtesy 
telephones, has provided Stalking 


the Wild Greenback for just such 


an occasion. It’s a classic send-out 
of organic-food gurus with vital in- 
formation on how to live well on 
what you find in vacant lots, alley- 
ways and city dumps. 

You can burn off the extra cal- 
ories by reading Sexual Athletics, 
a collection of sporting limericks 
from J. F. O'Connor, the Playboy 


FENSKE 


Party Jokes editor. Or Amold 
Roth's History of Sex, Part V (that's 
the part that goes between Parts 
IV and VI). 

Owen Edwards says he had a 


Avedon: vas continually dis- 
tracted by the likes of Lauren Hut 
ton, Beverly Johnson a 
Bauer.” Contributing Editor Bruce 
Williamson, our film critic, is used 
to such job hazards. His review of 
Sex in Ginema—French Style came 
off without a hitch, although the 
title is a bit misleading. The Gallic 
stars do it other ways, as the article 
demonstrates. 

Moving right along—there are 
our stranger-than-nonfiction offer- 
ings. Jordan Crittenden's Slain 
That May or May Not Have Been 
Guacamole puzzles over the lile 
and dry-cleaning problems of an 
ex-atomic sci t. William Kuhns 
says he got the idea for Never Beat 
a Full House from a hitchhiker who 
taught him how to play license- 
plate poker. He didn't say who won. 
Peter Lars Sandberg, author of 
Blue Dog Mobile on Angusport 
Hill, is putting in his third PLAYBOY 
appearance boy Press is 
publishing novel, Wolf 
Mountain. Just to let you know 
how well we planned this issue, 
Sandber's story (illustratcd by 
Seymour Rosofsky) has to do with 
mobile homes and radios. Format 
follows fiction. The Playboy Land 
Yacht, dreamed up for us by De- 
troit designer-illustrator Syd Mea 
may be the ultimate wheeled wonder. Save your petro-pennies 
and pray for the day when such vehicles will be a reality. The 
lios are with us already, Pulitzer Prize- 
Bill Mauldin called up his World War Two cronies, Joe 
Willie, to comment on the new batch of very mi 
radios, some of which, in addition to providing the Top 40. 
let you listen in on your favorite police station—which should 
help you get the jump on those unexpected visitors. Remem- 
ber that English M.P. who went for a dip in Miami Beach and 
turned up three months later in Australia? More people 
would have noticed him if he had followed Fashion Director 
Robert L. Green's advice in Swim Suitables. One final touch: 
Playboy's Gifts for Dads and Grads will keep you from being 
confused with those crewcut guys trying to look nondescript. 
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Actual, unretouched photo of hair taken during TV commercial 
at the Big Dipper, Santa Cruz, California. 


ucing anon 
Look how super it held ats 


New Super Hold is a completely different kind of men's hair- 
spray. It's a pump spray, not an aerosol. It has more holding 
power. In laboratory tests under windy, humid conditions, 
it held hair in place three times longer than the leading men's 
aerosol spray. 

Whats more, Super Hold gives you almost twice as many 
applications per ounce as aerosols. So it's less expensive to use. 

And even during a roller coaster ride at 52 miles per hour, 
you can see how natural it looks. 

New Vitalis Super Hold. It looks natural, it holds longer, and 
it's not expensive to use. For a hairspray, that's pretty super. 


New Vitalis Super Hold. 


© Bristol Myers 1975. 
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Minolta helps you 
scramble for glory. 


Beat the competition with a camera that doesn't get in your way. 

You're comfortable with a Minolta SR-T from the moment you pick it up. 
This is the 35mm reflex camera thet lets you concentrate on the picture, 
because the viewfinder shows all the information needed for correct ex- 
posure and focusing. You never have to look away from the finder to adjust 
a Minolta SR-T, so you're ready to catch the one photograph that could 
never be taken again. 

And when subjects call for a different perspective, Minolta SR-T cameras 
accept a complete system of interchangeable lenses, from “fisheye” wide 
angle to super-telephoto. 

Try a Minolta SR-T and move into fine photography. For more informa- 
tion, see your photo dealer or write Minolta Corporation, 101 Williams 
Drive, Ramsey, New Jersey 07446. In Canada: Anglophoto Ltd., Р.О. 


Minolta SR-T 100/Minolta SR-T 101/Minolta SR-T 102 


Is your conero а теоп of self-expression? If so. enter the Minalla Creative Photography Contest. Grand 
Prize. two weeks in the south Pacific islonds lor wo, $1009 cosh. and o Minolla SRT 102. 1428 other volu- 
able prizes will be awarded. Nothing fo buy. Minolta equipment not required. See your Minolta decler 
lor details ond registration. Or write: Minolto Creative Phologrophy Contest, Box 1831, Bloir, Neb. 68007. 
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Rare taste. 
Either you have it. 
. Oryoudont. 


RARE 
$COTCH 


Yes, the whiskies in J & B ore rore indeed. But the essence of J & B Rare Scatch is in our 
uncompramising quest for perfection. For mare thon 100 yeors, no one has ever motched 


the rare taste af J & B. And never will. That’s why J & B hos it. And always will. 
86 Proof Blended Scotch Whisky © 1975 Paddington Corp., N.Y. 


Think of it as a 
supermarket 
that gets 42 
miles per gallon. 


The 1975 Honda Civic CVCC. You 
can take it to the gas station or the 
supermarket and not be disappointed. 

In EPA lab tests for highway driv- 
ing, the 5-speed Civic got 42 miles per 
gallon. The best mileage performance 
for any car sold in the U.S. 

Yet, we didn't sacrifice roominess 
for economy. The Civic seats four adults. 
It also holds a lot of groceries, or 
luggage, or sporting gear, or you-name- 
it. (And that's with the rear seat up. 
Fold it down and there's even more 
carrying space.) 

The secret behind this kind of per- 
formance is in the way the Civic was 
designed. We gave it a shorter profile 
so its compact size would be ideal for 
today's driving. We gave it a lot of inte- 
rior room for today's life-styles. 

And finally, we gave it an engine that 
doesn't need a catalytic converter, that 
runs on regular, low-lead or no-lead gas: 
the Honda CVCC Advanced Stratified 
Charge engine. 

All in all, it's one car that no matter 
where you go, you won't mind saying 
those three little words: "fill 'er ир” 


CVCC and Civic are Honda trademarks. 
©1975 American Honda Motor Co., Inc. 


HONDA CIVIC 
What the world is coming to. 
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You' ve Hiker: 
. last rough pu А ence 
* you come up to 

the. smooth taste 

of extra coolness. 


- Come up fo KOL. 


That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. 


Milds, 14 mg. “tar,” 0.9 mg. nicotine; Kings & Longs, 17 mg. 
“tar,” 1.3 mg nicotine, av. per cigarette, FTC Report Oct. "74 
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THAT OLD-TIME RELIGION 
Robert Sherrill’s Elmer Gantry for 

President (PLAYBO ch) unfortunate- 

ly will be interpreted by some as an anti- 


Christian essay in which the persecution 
of Catholics and Protestants is called for. 
But Sherrill is really attempting to warn 


us about the inl n mixing 
deeply rooted religious beliefs with the 
business of running the Government, 
Should this warning go unheeded, we'll 
have to confront the day when a religious 
portrait replaces the one of Thomas Jef- 
ferson in the White House. 

L. P. Masi 

Buffalo, New York. 


I agree with Sherrill that the people 
are being, and will most likely continue 
to be, led on by politicians now identi- 
fying with this religious movement. But 
it was and still is the pcople who al- 
lowed such a movement to begin in the 
first place and become part of the Gov- 
ernment’s new role. In effect, the people 
have been caught in one ol their own 
traps. 


Jeffrey L. M. Hazel 
Medina, New York 


People in Washington 
found Jesus. Who the hell 
st? He just never did lı 
people with 
artide, Sherrill! 


Noel T. Kreft 
Twin Falls, Idaho 


Shervill’s Elmer Gantry for President 
hits the nail on the head! But the tragedy 
is that so few people will have access to 
his wisdom and those who do are not the 
ones who need to be convinced of the 
terrors that result when God and Govern- 
ment combine. Sherrill implies that the 
Ame people are incredibly stupid 
when it comes to the subject of religio 
or its abuse, which is religiosity. It just 
scems to have never sunk in that politi- 
cal Bible banging and pious rhetoric on 
the part of our officials are directly pro- 
portional to corrupti 
ment. Thus, the more about Cod we he: 
from the lips of Caesar, the more steal- 
g and disrespect for law and 


п dn the Govern- 


political 
numbers of 
will be dest 


yed because they dare to 


е with such vulgar actions. И one 
pens to be blessed with critical 


nmental nonsense in 
t won't quite 
makes Lucretius’ 
"Тоо much reli- 


John P. Black, Vicar 
Holy Cross Church 
Acapulco, Mexico 


acterization of the vener- 
inkelstein as a 
fellow" and a “preache 
one unfortunate opinion casts into doubt 
the factual underpinnings of his article. 
If everyone who ever uttered a statement 
favorable to. Nixon were splashed with 
Шз ink, very few public figures 
would be clean. ШІ had Sherrill's talent 

i 1 would dismiss the 
But I will be 
to Rabbi 


Sherrill's cha 
able Rabbi Louis 


"on the ba 


to him tha 
nkelstein. 1 will 
thor dishonestly denigrates a gre: 
an in the first р: idler 
put on notice that the article is writ. 
by one who places small value on the 
truth. 


Barbara Sugin 
Baldwin, New York 


Elmer Gantry for President is one of 
the finest articles you've published in 
quite some time. My heartiest congratu- 
Jations to both the author and the editors 
of rLaynoy for this outstanding piece of 
firstrate investigative journalism! 

J. D. Mitchell 
Wenatchee, Wa 


hingion 


Sherrill's excellent artide on God in 
Washington brings to mind. something 
Seneca said: “Religion is regarded by the 
common people as true, by the wise as 
false and by the rulers as useful.” 

Holden Bake 
Greenfield, M 


achusetts. 


Ironically, 


the same simplistic self- 
attacked in Elmer Gantry 
for President is alive and sneering within 
the article itself. Sherrill pounds his pul- 
pit (ic, typewriter) with the best of the 
evangelists he maligns. The prol 
the church-state relationship 
and investi, i 


hibited by such statements as “Any time 
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FISHER 


Come 
to the Gorge. 


Leave Manhattan's cold 
skyscrapers and sunless canyons 
behind. And escape to the 
Playboy Club-Hotel at Great 
Gorge. 

You'll find yourself in a 
wide, green valley. With trees 
and horseback trails. Golf and 
tennis. And when the snow falls, 
the skiing and ice skating begin. 

And fine entertainment 
and great eating are always in 
season—in the Penthouse and 
in our smorgasbord of different 
bars and restaurants. 

The Playboy Club-Hotel at 
Great Gorge. Less than 60 miles 
from the canyons of Manhattan, 
But a world apart. For more 
information and reservations, 
sce your travel agent or call, 
toll-free, 800-621-1116. In New 
York call (212) 563-3435. In 
New Jersey call (201) 827-6000. 


playboy club-Horel AT 
GREAT GORGE - McAFEE, N.j. 
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a politician starts laying things at hı 
en's gate, you can expect the worst.” If 
Sherrill hadn't been so busily regrinding 
Raskolnikovs ax, he could have been 
reading Sinclair Lewis’ novel instead of 


Lubbock, Texas 


A bunch of very sick people in this 
world arc masquerading as pious, hum- 
ble, God fearing folks, and it's high time 
someone exposed them for what they 
reall Sherrill's excellent article docs 
just that and I congratulate him and the 
editors of PLAYBOY for pure, raw courage. 
But somewhere inside me there's a feel- 
ing that you people are about to confront 
a storm that will nd- 
nudity tempest look like a gentle eddy on 
the pond of life. I mean, it's one thing 
to give the world hard-ons, but to attack 
the Big G? Are you guys balmy? 

Steve Herron 
Beverly Hills, California 


KING'S COURT 
Your March inte 
King may very well be th 


best you've 


had in sevei months. 1 ve a few 
words to say to her: B e a beau 
tiful, hip, down-to ın. Really, 


I am 
my deep respect for you. Your views and 
philosophies concerning such issues as 
religion, abortion, love, motherhood and 
selfworth coincide with my own. Keep 
doing your own thing and you will re- 
nk you for reinforce 
ing my consciousness. 
Vicki Hodges 

hville, Tennessee 


Your Billie J 


ng interview is de- 
licious. Above all else, she enjoys being 
herself and has the sensitivity and love 
for others to want the same for them. 
Maybe with a lite luck she will decide 
to run for President one day and will 
win. I would be the first to wear one of 
her вух buttons on cach shoulder—nr 
YOURSELF Now. 


Earnie Fleshman 
Orlando, Florida 


T was delighted to read the interview 
with Billie Jean King in your March 
issue. She has many talents, both on the 
tenn id your interview 
explores many of her ideas in depth. 

David F. Feingold 
Brooklyn, New York 


со 


Ive been reading your magazine for 
two years; never missed an issue. Along 
the lines of interviews, Гуе never been as 
intrigued by any of them as 1 was by the 

illie Jean King. Being in 
Пу kept up with the 
ter 


interview with B 


tenni 
greatest 
tennis—Ms. King. You confronted her 


with crafty, direct and answerable ques- 
tions that really brought out her inner 
life and feelings. You deserve а pat on 
the back, 


Marc Gunderson 
Orlando, Florida 


COVER BLURB 

The model on your March cover is so 
gorgeous! When are we going to see 
more of her than just her th 


Humboldt, Tennessee 
OK, Bob and Marty, we're doing this 


just for you. This is our March cover 
girl, in toto. Eat your hearts out, fellas. 


ADMIRING MARGOT 

Congratulations for th 
say Margot (PLAYBOY, M 
best I've re s. For once, the writ- 
ten word adds to the appeal of the pic- 
tures, and vice versa. Doorknob belly 
button included, Kidder gets my vote for 
the ady yet to b 
You've finally 
Margot is a Class 


Curtis Johnson 
Lexington, Kentu 


Tt seems to me that PLAYBOY h: 


found what it has been looking for: 
Margot Kidder, Her honesty and natu 
ness are incredibly refreshing. 
P. Downcy 
‘Toronto, Ont 


Т first saw Margot Kidder in а delight- 
ful though obscure movie called Quack- 
ser Fortune Has a Cousin in the Bronx 
(which starred Gene Wilder as an Irish 
horsemanure entrepreneur). I thought 
her essay iu your March issue was superb. 
The photos ате as lovely as expected. The 
unexpected treat was the autobiographi- 
cal essay, which sense of humor and 
an élan that convincingly portray а real 


honest-to-God hum: 
body looks like Miss Jam 
OK; I'd prefer М 

Andrew P. Teton 


g- Maybe no- 
ry, but that's 
ny day 


HIGH INTEREST RATE 
Never have I read an article about our 
economic problems that offered the read- 
er both so much common sense and so 
much fun. In publishing William F. 
s Who's Afiaid of Hard 
Times? (vLavoy, March), you have giv- 
е little masterpiece of economic in- 
sight interlaced with a marvelous sense of 
humor. If this kind of economic discourse 
prevailed in America today, we'd have 
a lot less inflation and recession and a 
lot more lauglis. 
Charles Hull Wolfe, Pres 
The American Economi 
New York, New York 


undation 


Larry L. King is a master. His section 
ot Who's Afraid of Hard Times? con- 
tains some of the best writing I've seen 
n a long time. 1 hope he never reaches 
the point where he has to pawn his 
typewriter. 


Fliot 
Miami 


"There is more wisdom in the Ricken 
backer article im the March issue of 
PLAYBOY than has come out of Washing- 
ton in а number of years. 

George Н. Pearson 


TALLY HO AND AWAY! 
James W. Canan's article Tally Ho in 
the Pentagon (PLAYBOY, March) is most 
ink ve. Not since the day Snoopy 
first took stick in hand has a n tak- 
en a better shot at the wa iots in 
the sk: 
Lt. Thomas A. McLoughlin, U.S. 
inot AFB, North Dakota 


ch: 


Alter reading Canan's article on the 
ату between the Navy and the Air 
n of 


мег planes, I just have one thing to 
say: Give me back my tax dollars! 
Steve Blackburn 
Boise, Idaho 


e certainly in order 
ious article on our 
naintain its air su- 


conventional 
Con- 
defense 


and obsolete Гог modern 
ons. 1 find it distressing t 
continually slashes the 


gress 
budget yet can still {eel secure knowing 


de- 
ars 


that an integr: of our nation 
fense, the 8:52, is more than 20 y 
old. Yet, 
refurbish 
sources 
of seven to ten уса 


te our military 
t. With a lead time 
s, the gestation period 


Whatever your kind of skin, 
there's a Coppertone for you. 


PEACHES AND CREAM SKIN? 
USE COPPERTONE LOTION 


3 OLIVE SKIN? 

(Yellow label) For ‘just 
FAIR SKIN? : ight” skin: Lotion or Foam... USE COPPERTONE OIL 
USE COPPERTONE SHADE lo lel tanning sunshine in. (Blue Icbel) Tan easily? 
(Green label) Burn easily? << help keep burning rays Oil up. for a dark, tropical 
Shade was mode for you. Two 4 € out. Rich in skin-softening looking ton. „with 


Û moisturizers. (When skin's moisturizers to help 


sunscreens let you tan gradually, 4 f “sun-conditioned.” use Oil) Keep skin safiny-soft 


not burn. Moisturizers 


i г (Oruse Coppertone 
help keep skin looking 4 X Tanning Butter!) 
deliciously young. =» КА, Whatever your 
(Build a base tan ү, P " Р kind of skin. 
with Shade; later, ш ў } 


get Americo’s 
favorite tan: 
‘Copperione! 


use Lotion.) 
2 


wo wA 


<. 4 t m s n 
аон tan, beautiful s 


2 Я : x ; 
.. боррегіоп | 
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for aircraft to grow from the drawing 
it is imperative 
г country’s f 

ture place in the skies. It is also impor- 

nt that the Pentagon strive to curb the 

ncial quarrels 

have plagued defense contracts of 

the past. The bungles and blunders of 

such modern airplane factories as Grum- 

man and General Dynamics indicate that 

there is definitely room for improvement. 
Keith D. Kries 

Orefield, Pennsylvania 


OCEAN MOTION 

As an avid reader of PLAYBov, I've 
always been especially intrigued by your 
imaginative pictorials. 1 was especially 
impressed by sex in the back seat, sex in 
the Ferris wheel and sex in the libra 


But wl about sex in the ocean? 
Art Farl 
New York, New York 


It just so happens that we're working 
on a г pictorial on sex in the ocean. The 


photograph above is one of the more 
erotic highlight 


HIZZONER 
In your March On the Scene, you 
quote Ма rd Hanna of Utica, 
New York, as say as either leave 
town or run for mayor." I feel the city 
would have been much better 
had followed his first sug- 
Although I'm not a citizen of 
a, all I see on the evening news 
ma complaining about his city and 
the people who live He's had a con- 
stant feud with the press and a long- 
ument with the city's police 
would spend more time 
ng to solve the ci 
1 of running off a 
on camer 

be а lot better off. I think your m. 
made a big mistake in giving him. 

recognition. 


in 
would 


Keith Roberts 
fiss AFB, New York 


GRADING RHODES SCHOLAR 

niock docs а remarkably 
y piece 
es Just 


on Kris Kristofferson in 


a Good Ole Rhodes Scholar. 1 congrat- 
ulate McClintock for never spelling out 
the true conflict. Kristofferson is а sen: 
tive, creative, bright and aggressive man 
suddenly finds himself making 


who 


buckets of bread in a gross and mere- 
the 


ticious industry characterized by 
suffocating banality of almost all 
lyrics, by the carsmashing amplification 
of its trite melodies and rhythms, by 
the faked accents and May-fly career 
expectancy of its young millio: 
by the stomping, gawping herds of the 
yuks and the yokelry who, throughoi 
history, have alw; been easily sunn- 
peded into worshiping minor forms of 
folk art for all the wrong reasons. Kr 
tollerson, like his equivalently sensitive 
peers who trod the same dreary path be- 
fore him, moves slowly from contempt 
for the PR. ks and devices, to coi 
tempt for the audiences, to contempt lo 
his fellow practitioners, to eventual co 
tempt for himself. Now he thinks in 
terms of “make it and get out.” Is that 
possible? No wonder the fellow is jumpy 
and unpredictable. 


John D. MacDonald 
Sarasota, Florida 


Give Jack McClintock a gold маг Гог 
his writing. If you don't have a gold 
in your desk drawer, hurry out and buy 
one for him. Just a Good Ole Rhodes 
Scholar is pure and percept 

Erskine Caldwell 
Dunedin, Florida 


DOWN ON ZOAR 

Ben Maddow's tale Up Out of Zoar 
(eLaynoy, March) just doesn't make it 
from a technical standpoint. Bernal, the 
male protagonist, turns to the Bible for 
guidance in trying to decide whether he 
should procreate with his daughter or 


let life become extinct. But can they 
really assume that they are alone? HL 
Bernal and his daughter survived, then 


anyone else breathin 
people in subm 
) would also have sur 
Y n't been exposed to the I: 
gas for whatever time w 
th а tha nd his 
the only survivors just isn't pla 
Furthermore, Bernal raids the local gro- 
cery store for supplies. On one occasion, 
he gocs into a large freezer and ta 
out a two-quart co of ice à 
One question: How could electricity 
continue to power the freezer for 11 years 
with no one to man the power plant? 
Another question how the Marine 
мапу the red Plymouth when it has 
been sitting unused for 1] years. Must 
have been a Diehard battery, huh? 

Ned Tev 

Gary, 


diana 


Maddow replies: 

Mr. Tevark's letier, I'm afraid, was 
misdirected: It should have gone to the 
editor of Popular Mechanics. The facts, 


however, are these: The power network 
in Bernal's area is supplied by the San 
Onofre nuclear-reactor substation. It is 
fully automatic, of course, for safety те 
sons, and the half life of the fuel supply 
is calculated to be 5,000,627.3 years. The 
car driven by the Marine is a Vintage 
"83, the last year of the model, and 
equipped with the standard — 21-volt 
nickel-selenium dry battery, developed for 
heart transplants, to obviate yearly sur- 
gery, and with a minimum life of 32 
years. The biological poison described in 
the story is, I fervently hope, imaginary. 


TRIPPED ON RIPPED 
Your Ripped Off pictorial in the 
March issue is sensational. The photog- 
raphy is great, the models are gorgeous 
and the idea is a rcal original. 
Lamar Todd 
New York, New York 


The Ripped Off spread is finc, except 
that I can't imagine how the fellow i 
Bill Arsenault’s shooting could possibly 
have gone through all that with hi 
pants on, 


Jeff Smith 
Chicago, Illinois 


CLOD FORMATIONS 

John Hughes's Chariot of the Glods? 
(rLAvsov, March) is a masterpicce of 
straight report 
ing more repor 


ig for PLAY no: 

Vi 

Chicago, іо! 

He is. We've got him on an assign- 
ment to intere the universe. 


1 roared when I read Hughes's take off 
Von Däniken. In fact, I was so im. 
pressed. I referred back to Playbill 10 sce 
what the author looks like. You've got a 
whole paragraph on Hughes but no 
ture. Does he really exist? Are you hiding 
something from us? 
Lamont Jones 
New Yoik, New York. 
Hughes (no relation to Howard) is 
alive and well and living near Chicago. 
He's the shy, retiring type, but we 


convinced him to shed some of his mod- 
esty and pose for this candid photograph. 


RELAX..YOU'VE 
GOT THE NO. 1 


master charge 


THE INTERBANK CARD 


AND MOTELS THAN ANY OTHER CARDIN i 
THE COUNTRY. Check the travel experts: 
the Mobil Travel Guide and the AAA Tour À 
Books. You'll find your Master Charge card is V j 
accepted by more of the thousands of fine oe 
г hotels, motels and restaurants listed by our country's two 
most important guides. : 
Of course, Master Charge is great for 
ULL, airline tickets, rent-a-cars, shopping along 
[LIN the way, even for emergencies on the road 
MM UCUN and for cash advances, too. 
Coast-to-coast, your Master Charge 
card can save you a lot of time and 
1i1 trouble. So don’t leave town without it. 
118: Then you can really relax. 
i i MASTER CHARGE. 
i 11, The Most Accepted Card In The Country. 
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La arita Grande. 


add tequila. 


o» mes 65 


In Mexico, where the Margarita started, the finest restaurants and resort hotels make their Margaritas with 
Grand Marnier: Chill a cocktail glass, moisten its rim with lime juice, then dip into just enough salt to cling to 
the edge. Shake ¥4 ounce of Grand Marnier with 2 ounces of tequila in an ice-filled cocktail shaker, and strain 
into the glass. Make it this way yourself. Or ask your bartender to use Grand Marnier instead of triple sec.jSalud! 


For free recipe booklet, write Carillon Importers, Ltd., 745 Fifth Avenue, New York, New York 10022. Product of Fronce. Made with fine cognac brandy. 80 proof. 
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california, like a lot of places, 

has an airpollution problem, but 
this one is aggravated by the presence of 
stockyards. Its a unique combination 
of smog and cow manure. Local residents 
call it smit 


Hot wheels: When a 19-year-old man 
in Joplin, Missouri, was arrested for car 
theft, he had a pretty good excuse. He 
told police he had flunked his driver's- 
license test and merely wanted to prac- 
tice up on driving correctly—which is 
why he stole five cars. . . . Authorities in 
Allentown, Pennsylvania, tracked down a 
youth who failed to show up in court to 
be sentenced for his involvement in an 
auto theft. They found him in another 
county, in jail, charged with—you 
guessed it. Seems he missed the bus to 
Allentown and, wanting to have his day 
in court, stole a car to make the trip. 


An Englishman was hauled into court 
for beating up his girlfriend. His de- 
fense was that she'd committed “breach 
of promise” by shaving off her mus- 
tache—which he was crazy about. He was 
fined £200. 


A Tucson, Arizona, tennis club obvi- 
ously discriminates against intellectuals. 
Its rules and regulations state: 1. No 
players or spectators allowed without ten- 
nis shoes; 2. No players or spectators 
allowed without shirts; 3. No food or 
beverages allowed in court area; 4. No 
profound angu: 


A reader in Spanaway, Washington, 
got a charge out of а sign he spotted 
on an clecrician's van. It read: Let us 
REMOVE YOUR SHORTS. 

Ma Bell finally got wise to a directory 
listing for what was more a house than a 
home and dropped Forni Kate from the 
Taunton, Massachusetts, phone book. 


Easy terms: A sign outside a massage 
parlor in Tulsa, Oklahoma: ѕповт oN 
CASH? NO NEED TO WORRY, STEP IN AND 


ONE OF OUR PRETTY LITTLE 
ASSIST YOU IN OPENING UP 
ACCUNT. 


GIRLS WILL 
A CREDIT 


Poetic, if somewhat morbid, justice: 
Two funeral-home employees in Caracas 
witnessed a fatal highway accident and 
stopped to write down the addresses of 
the victims, Then they sped away, intent 
on badgering the families into giving 
them the burial contacts. On the way to 
the victims’ homes, their car went out 
of control at high speed and they both 
were killed. 


First dibs: The San Diego Union car- 
ried this classified: "Going to Mexico 
ty, need three to help driving and 
share Barbara 555-2460.” 


Birds of a feather: The U.S. Endan- 
gered Species Lab at Patuxent, Maryland, 
had spent almost $200,000 in Federal 


funds trying, without success, to get 
whooping cranes to mate in captivity. 
s a lust resort, an outside expert was 
called in to study the problem, which, 
he quickly pointed out, was quite simple: 
You've got the girls with the girls and 
the boys with the boys.” 


rst came the designated hitter; now 
it's the designated supporter: When Roy 


White broke a strap on his athletic sup- 
porter while running out a single last 
season, Yankee manager Dill Virdon 
ducked into the locker room with White 
and gave him his own jockswap. White 
returned to first base and scored a run 


As the new go-go har in Orlando, Flor- 
ida, began to take shape, so did the ob- 
jections of the local residents. The Booby 


Trap Lounge began to attract attention 
when construction began on twin 95-foot 
domes, which the architect explained 
were to provide ventilation. Last we 
heard, the owners had promised to alter 
the design, even though the architect in- 
sists that the flesh-colored domes “were 
never intended to look like female 
breasts.” 


Never touch the stuff: A London con- 
stable told the judge he had arrested 
Hugh Henry because "he was unsteady 
on his feet, his breath smelled of alcohol 
and his eyes were glazed.” Henry object- 
ed, removed a glass eye and held it up 
as evidence, insisting to the court that 
it was bound to be glazed. "The other 
one was just as glazed,” said the con- 
stable, Guilty, ruled the judge. . . . A 
vern owner in Schnecksville, Pennsy 
vania, was fined $900 despite the defense’s 
argument that a customer reported to be 
drunk and asleep at the bar was actually 
in "deep meditation.” The patron was 
still "in repose" two hours later, when 
he was carried out of the tap... . An 
Indiana state trooper arrested а speed- 
ing motorist and tried to administer a 
Breathalyzer test. The driver, however, 
was less than cooperative. Instead of 
blowing into the machine, the man just 
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faked it. “That's the same as refusing.” 
the trooper testified. But the man denied 
it: “I couldn't blow into the machine,” 

he argued, "because I've got false teeth 
and when I blow, it blows them out.’ 


A short but poi; 
tight underpants may decrease fert 
n, says а Scottish doctor who h: 
to be a won 
Chandley’s resca 
far has shown a lower 
sperm count for men 
who wear briefs than 
for rabbits and goril- 
las who don't. The 
idea is that tight 
r may be 
keeping man's tes 
ticles too warm, so 
the doctor plans to 
re the potency 
of men in shorts with 
that of Scotsmen, 
who hang loose un- 
der their kilts, and 
ith African tribes- 
men, who let it all 


Ша bull came up with a sperm 
sample that was as defective as the av- 
crage man's" she mused, “he would be 
shot on the spot.” 

Posttheater drip: At presstime, the 
Kentucky Fried Theater in Los Angeles 
was staging a comedy titled My Nose, 
which, according to the show listings in 
the Times: “Plays Thursda ad 
Saturday at eight and ten юм. Runs 


Nuptial notes: A man in Hickory, 
North Carolina, told police that $900 he 
had borrowed for his honeymoon was 
missing Irom his dresser drawer, where 
he had hidden it. The man said his 
fiancée was the only person who knew 

E the money's location. Strangely, the 
псёс has not been seen nor heard from 


fi 
since the cash disappeared. . . . A Los 


Angeles шап made out doubly well on 
his honeymoon: He received a $905 set- 
iement from the hotel for injuries he 
claims he sulfered when the bed collapsed 
on his wedding night. . .. And in Ohio, 


motorist wrote this note to his auto 
club: "I have had some unexpected ex- 


penses this month, as I was just married. 
In fact, I am on my honeymoon right 
now and I will take care of my late pay- 
ment as soon as I am able to get back 
on my feet.” 


^ decree issued by the government of 
North Yemen declared: “AN official titles 
used in correspondence, addresses, mass 
media and in v 1 quarters will 
be completely abolished, to be replaced 
by the word brother at all levels" The 


ious offici 


order was signed: "Lieutenant Colo- 
nel Ibrhim Hamadi, Chairman of the 
Command Council and Commander in 
Chief of the Armed Forces.” 

TV listing of the month, via The Dal- 
las Times Herald: “Seven r-N.—Jacques 
Cousteau Special: The perilous mig 
tion of the Red Salmon to spawn in 
remote Fraser Lake in Alaska with Cap- 
Cousteau and the crew of the Calyp- 
And a good time was had by all. 


The final round: A Columbus, Ohio, 
man requested in his will that "my golf 
, golf dubs and golf balls be buried 
with me." When he dicd recently at the 


age of 09, his family complied. They also 
saw to it that he was buried wearing his 
favorite golf jacket and glove. 
ACTS AND 
ENTERTAINMENTS 
Its promoters desaibe it as a "per- 
manent, revolving, floating, flying, 


disappearing, reappearing musical ex- 
vaganza of the MGM Grand Hotel.” 
is all of these things 
cal extravaganza, as in the 
good old days when such 
things really were: per- 
manent, since it looks 
anything but porta- 
ble and is likely to 
run a long, long 
time: and the 
five other adjec- 
tives, to let you 


musi. 


know that а 
whole lot goes 
on in the mirror- 


paneled theater of 
the Las Vegas hotel 
where Hallelujah Holly- 
wood is presented 
twice every evening— 
three times on 


Totum iC ups Hale АЙ 
lujah Hollywood is every 
thing okl Hollywood has 
come to represent | 
glitter, gaudiness, 
inor—turned out 
with that special 


perversity only Vegas 
can provide. The show is 
a nost 


Igic tribute to the likes 
re, Garbo, 
Gable, with music by Porte 
Ber d it’s done, for 
the most part, in the nude. From a steamy 
Kismet to a sugary Meet Me in St. 
Louis, the show is spectacle upon mind- 
boggling spectacle—a production to 
make the Ziegfeld Follies look like a 
senior-class play. 

Picture this: “The Marvelous, Magnif- 
icent, Glorious Girls of the Grand 
Hotel"—70 or so bare-breasted beauties 
n an unparalleled display of feathers 


and sequins—wearing little else but that 
expressionless showgirl expression; a 
dozen or so strategically feathered danc- 
ing men; a lion, two Siberian tigers and 
a panther, all of whom disappear be- 
neath 's cape; a 1500-pound 
acrobatic elephant in a tutu; ten trained 
Pekingese; two Mamas; а camel; 
baboon in a cowboy suit—or i: 
boy in a baboon sui£—guzzl 
while riding shotgun on a stagecoach 
drawn by a great Dane. And that’s the 
supporting cast. All this (and morc) 
takes place on a stage incorporating 11 
lifts and a number of turntables and 
platforms and thousands of lights. The 
entire scene is computer-programmed to 
transform itself into a Ес vheel, a 
bacchanal paradise, even a pirate galleon, 
which is launched, bombarded and sub- 
sequently sunk, At one point, the stage 
becomes an emerald grotto, where a 20- 
foot Plexiglas tank appears for an under- 
water ballet in which a graceful sca 
nymph is relieved of her bikini by a 
smiling (or at least contented-looking) 
dolphin. 

A full screen on which classic MGM 
clips are revived becomes 
kdrop for the per- 
formers, interspers- 
ing reel and real 
life with very 
special 

effect. 
There's 


and a 


some- 
thing 
about 


Come 
Home and 

Marie 
Dressle 


Beery in n Min and 
\ Bill on the same 
of naked ladies 
parading to 4 Pretty |i Girl Is Like a 
Melody that's a little ДМ disquieting. 
It just isn't quite the way you 
remember these flicks from the 
Late, Late Show. Despite the culture 


shock, Hallelujah Hollywood is the ult 
mate in big, ment. It's 


not just worth the trip . . . it is the wip. 


DINING-DRINKING 


The best way to make a first visit to 
Mamounia, a Moroccan restaurant at 4411 
Balboa Street, San Francisco, is in the 
company of a warmhearted, dark-eyed 
and hungry Berber girl—which may, in 
fact, be the best way to make a first visit 
to any restaurant. But this таге experi- 
ence is one of authentic Moroccan food 
plus inauthentic hygiene, in a romantic, 


These 7-power, 35 mm 
Bushnell binoculars are yours 
with free B&W coupons, the 
valuable extra on every pack 
of Саве 

To see over 1000 gifts, 
write for ycur free Gift 
Catalog: Box 12, Louisville, 
Ky. 40201 
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busy Moroccan decor—brass lanterns 
low couches and redolent leather pillows. 
Your hands are washed before and after 
your meal: scents of orange and lemon 
and spice fill the air. Your taste buds are 
tricked and fulfilled. The owner-cooks at 
Mamounia have a definite native love of 
lentils, eggplant, cumin and coriander— 
all staples of Moroccan cuisine. They 
seem to have practiced their art at the 
Marrakesh, a slightly sleeker and slicker 
restaurant downtown; and before that, in 
Rabat. from which they hail (or salaam). 
For those of you planning a pilgrimage 
to Mamounia, a [ew hints might help you 
understand what will soon run down your 
gullet, or up your sleeve, as you cover 
yourself with the ample towel that arrives 
with the welcome: Harir nb, chick- 
pea, lentil and tomato peppery soup; 
folds of bread for scooping up the 
chopped eggplant, pepper and tomato 
salad: chicken pic—mild and persuasive, 
eaten like handfuls of crisp candy: rabbit 
or lamb stews. imbued with lemon and 
honey and spices that go tripping on the 
tongue: couscous, that contagious bles- 
ing of semolina, lamb, vegetables and 
raisins. "The ritual of dinner finishes 
with the tea ccremony—sweet spearmint 
poured from a ıt in a precise 
stream that awakens exotic satisfactions 
in your armhearted, dark-eyed, 
formerly hungry Berber lass, Usually, 
Mamounia is crowded and somewhat 
noisy, a happy hullabaloo of festive din- 
ing. The diners are an informal bunch, 
from stvitight-arrow IBM to flower child. 
This is not a place for strict rules and 
clean fingernails. The music drones, the 
carpets soften, the nutriments console. 
warm glow reflects from the clanging 
brass, For pure sensuality, this is good 
d stimulating food. Forkless 
ing presents a challenge, but the op- 
posable thumb helps us surmount such 
ivial difficulties. The waiters smile under 
al hats. One frequent diner re- 
ports that he has never had anything less 
than a superb meal at Mamounia. It's 
open daily, except Sunday, from 5 р.м. 
to 11 rar. Reservations are recommended 
(115-759-6566). 

Mamounia pretends to authentic Mo- 
roccan feeling, and achieves it; Casablanca, 
in the gonads of the gay Polk Street dis- 
trict (at 2323), pretends to campy, Bogart- 
nostalgic lovability, and achieves at least 
iodicum of it. Sam Duvall, the propri- 
ctor, is not fat, like Sydney Greenstrect, 
but he does wear checked suits. He runs 
antique shops, and the decor shows it: 
some authentic carved pieces, a central 
bar that looks North Afr you've 
1 the right movies and those enlarged 
photos of Bogart, Peter Lorre and Lauren 
Bacall. Somehow, the whole effect com- 
ines Ca 
Franci: 
financed by an Arab riverboat р "nis 
who left his wife to pick up pieces of 
heart that Tony Bennett left. behind. 


d 


Food comes second to decor. Does this sug 
gest a Tack of enthusiasm for Casablanci 
Alas yes and yet it is worth 
if you're not a slobbering gourmet or a 


person with extraordina 

honest restaurant styles. Let 

"e driving a Camaro, you have 
this Pan Am stewardess in tow and. you 
want to show her somcthing funny, a 
place with Thirtyish lighting and a few 
ferns and overhead paddle-blade fans, 
twisting slowly, slowly in the wind. Well, 
asablanca's your spot. The overhead 
fans come straight out of someplace—the 
French. Qu n or even Casa- 
blanca—i te. Go for the fans. 
Casablanca is open from 6 P.M. to 11:3 
вм. Open every day except Monday. 
Reservations: 415-141-2244, 


MOVIES 


А more appropriate title for writer- 


producer-director Peter Bogdanovidh's Ar 
Long Lost love might be The Big Blooper 
of 1975. Promoted as the only truly orig- 


1 movie musical in years, Love bor- 
rows or begs nearly everything from the 
great Thirties musicals, апа botches 
There 16 Cole Porter songs with 
witty, unexpurgated lyrics—at least а 
dozen of them sluggishly orchestrated 
and dumsily performed ‘There are 
sumptuous art-deco sets and costumes, 
photographed with real class by cinema- 
tographer Laszlo Kovacs. The good news 
ends right there, except for Madeline 
Kahn's cheeky rendition of a Porter oldy 
called Find Me a Primitive Man, and pe 
haps Eileen Brennan, setting the pace for 
Madeline and Cybill Shepherd in a song- 
and-dance trio devoted to the heresy that 
Most Gentlemen Don't Like Love. Most 
of the time, however. Kahn and Brennan 
wear the slightly glazed, embarrassed look 
of smart professionals trapped 
51,000.000 gig that turns out to be ama- 
teur night at the Racquet Club. As nom- 
inal stars of the show, brawny Burt 
Reynolds and Shepherd—at their very 
best—may remind you of those guest shots 
by straight actors who pop up on TV v 
riety hours to prove that they can almost 


ситу a tune and even perform a few 
simple time steps. But what happens here 
to It's De-Lovely, Friendship and You're 
the Top puts Porter's Lyrics to the acid 
test. Ten minutes of such studied cuteness 


on The Carol Burnett Show is usually 
considered enough. The sextet of evenly 


coupled performers includes all the 
above, plus John Hillerman, as Burt's 
comic butler-chaufleur (the role Eric 
Blore used to play), and Duilio Del Prete, 
u Iulian discovery, who sings as if he 
came to paint the mansion and stayed on 
to regale the company with wobbly 
of Louis Jourdan 
Maurice Chevalier. 

Bogdanovich has built a substantial 
part of his career (since his excellent 


Last Picture Show) by remaking or open- 
ly imitating classic movies of yore, and 
1t Long Last empha 
that 


ally demonstrates 
scatterbi са 
al comedy is much, much harder 
he thinks. His intentionally banal 
plot has the three pairs of plavabouts 
exchanging genera 
moric repartee nt surroundings 
that are designed —mostly in black and 
white—to look as patently unreal as 
anything in Top Hat or The Gay Di- 
vorcee. At Long Last Love should live 
so long. Also, Fred Astaire and Ginger 
Rogers should demand equal terpsicho- 
real time, with no change of backdrops. 
By overestimating both his own talents 
and those of Reynolds and Shepherd— 
his favorite actress offscreen or on—Bog: 
danovich has transformed. moviemaki 
nto a colossal ego trip that leaves ev 
nded, actors and audiences 


mounting a stylis 


one st 


Feminist historians—if there are such 
people—could reasonably cite Oil Lemps 
as а classic example of the private i 
dignities suffered by womankind 
s world of yesteryear. Czech a 
а Janzurova plays а warm, fun-loving, 
slightly brash young spinster in a turn- 
ofthecentury town in Bohemia, where 
to be unma at the age of 31 can 
ke а poor little rich girl get reckless. 
Poor Step o in husband 
hunting is to settle for her wastrel cousin 
Paul, an effetely handsome former soldier 
and for a social 
fagade to salvage his pride—but can offer 
nothing in return, since syphilis has al- 
ady begun to consume his brain, body 

nd soul. Until he dies a raving maniac, 
Paul's only thoughtful gesture toward his 
virgin wife—and he cruelly turns that 
into another form of humiliation—is to 
invite a former army comrade out to 
their country place to perform stud serv- 
ice, in case she wants a child. Brilliant 
cinematography and period decor, plus 
a poignant tour-de-force performance by 
ple 


rried 


make Oil Lamps a memo 


hair, 
headlong into sudsy mediocrity. 


even when its scenario plunges 
The 


To the host its half empty. 
To the guest its half full. 


H 1 


PLAYBOY 


film's flaws are exaggerated rather than 
minimized by the dogged overdirection 
of Juraj Herz. Though Herz may be the 
best Prague has had to offer since 1968— 
when the burgeoning Czech cinema's 
most talented directors either went into 
decline or headed west—Oil Lamps re- 
veals him as a smooth professional trying 
to do a job that cries out for the touch 
of a poet. 


Arthur Penn's Night Moves gleams with 
the coiled, snaky menace of a first-rate 
detective thriller, yet you'd be right to 
suspect that the director of Bonnie and 
Clyde and Little Big Man might have 
something more on his mind than a sim- 
ple question of who done it. Though a 
number of murders are committed, every- 
one visible in Night Moves is killing him- 
sell—or herself—by degrees, by means of 
the violent acts and indiscriminate self- 
torture we ordinarily call living. Gene 
Hackman plumbs the inner depths of 
his role as Harry Moseby, an L.A. pri- 
vate detective who was a pro-football 
player before he began to hunt for miss- 
ing persons and collect evidence in 
tawdry divorce cases. Moseby gets prac- 
tically no satisfaction from his present 


from that touchy 


aging, secondstr star 
find her dissolute daughter. 
The kid mns up with her steplather 


down in the Florida Keys, a nice re- 
mote sening for a plot. that ultimately 
involves studs, smugglers, hippies, Holly: 
wood stunt men and a piece of priceless 
pre-Col n art. Penn stretches а taut 
script by Man Sharp only as far as it can 
comloriably go to suggest that Night 
Moves concerns a generation of losers 
whose dreams have crumbled to dust since 
the socalled Kennedy years. Signifi 
cantly, Hackman's Moseby is the kind 
of guy who, following his wife's lover, 
carries a chessboard on the front seat 
d studies some classic 
—the play on the 

as if to 


tie words is no accident 
holster his secret hope th 
finally be ordered and do; 
or at least. comprehended. 
doesn't work out that way, 
Moseby discovers, in solving 
crime he first perceives 
cudian domestic tragedy, 
1 ends up as a ripe old-fash- 
melodrama of greed, complete 
with buried treasure. In a gesture toward 
the mixed-up Hollywood brat he's been 
pursuing, he tells her wearily, "When you 
get to be 10, it isn't any diferent.” Amid 
the movie's з Шу flawless cast, two 
noteworihi nie Griffith. (teen 
ged d. of onetime Hitchcock 
discovery Tippi Hedren), as the feisty 
runaway, and newcomer Jennifer War- 
ren, as a girl who seems to have washed 


б» 


ashore in the Keys like а piece of drift- 
wood. For a man making a suspense 
drama, P ant 
about sorti 
studies every humai 
of a born collector. 


idventures of Funny Girl's 


The furthe 
Fanny Brice bring back Barbra Streisand 
as Funny lady. In this improbable but 
probably inevitable sequel to the 1968 
musical comedy that made Streisand 
moviedom's top female star, Omar Sharif 
геси as Fanny's first love, Nick Arn- 
stein—to be duly, and satisfactorily, re- 
placed by James Caan as supershowman 
Billy Rose. who became Fanny's new 
husband. To have tall, sharp and hand- 
some Caan standing in for the guomish, 
diminutive Rose is a classic piece of mis 
casting that pays off in entertainment 
terms, if you grant the assumption of 
producer Ray St nd director Herbert 
Ross that few moviegoers remember—or 
give a damn—what Rose actually looked 
like. In all other respects, Caan steals 
every bit of Funny Lady that is not plain- 
ly marked saRBRA. His performance has 
humor, pathos, charm and chutzpah deft- 
ly blended to make the first half of the 
movie a veritable Caan Festival—since 
it's always enjoyable to watch the mys- 
terious chemistry of superstardom com- 
ing to a boil on the big screen. Streisand 
being Streisand, she performs her guuer- 
snipe-turned- grandam shtick with sub- 
lime authority usual. Sull, Funny 
Lady grows progressively feebler, stymied 
by a batch of weak new songs (with 
most of the golden oldies thrown 
way or sung voice-over as 
background musi) and a 
heartbrcak- 
footlights 
would be 
hopeless 


behind-the- 
story that 


without 
Funny 
Gil 
as a 


point ol 


reference. What 
you get for your 
money the sec 
ond time around 
is a florid, formula 

costume spectacle that 
presents nothing less, noth 
ing more than a substantial investment 
in two of the hottest names in showbiz, 
then and now. 


itress at 
This 
n. He 


а 
indiscretion 
so loses the 


railway-station 
costs him the electi 


girl, who finally objects to the materialis- 
Uc, social and sexual standards he swears 
by—which might place her in the role 
vacated by his wife. “This is the story of 
an Tuli itress and а chief engineer 
over d of 112 days,” 
legend at the beginning of The 
the World, a subtly erotic, highly 
gent movie by Swiss-French director 

in Tanner, whose Salamandre was an 
t hit a couple of years ago. Being 
„ Tanner stands outside the French 
new wave of eroticism on a technica 
(see Sex in Ginema—French Style « 


page 85), yet Middle of the World says 
as much about feminism, the complexities 


of love, middle-dass mores and the battle 
of the sexes as any film that has opened 
this year—and says it with exceptio 
taste and perception. ^A man thinks any- 
one who sees his cock can read his mind, 
observes the waitress, who also notes that 
men believe they know a woman after 
seeing her naked. Olimpia Carlisi and 
Philippe Leotard, as the couple in que 
tion, conduct their subdued carnal pas 
de deux im such a minor key that it 
takes some time for Middle of the World 
to assert itself as a movie ol considerable 
impact, full of lingering resonance. As an 
exploration of quintessential male and 
female attitudes toward sex, self and so- 
ciety at large, Tanner's first film in color 
is a pastel [ugue on а par with Ingmar 
Bergman's Scenes from а Marriage. 
Stunt fliers in vintage biplanes up- 
stige Robert Redford, impeccable in his 
brown-leather jacket and flowing white 
scarf as The Great Waldo Pepper. It’s all 
about a barnstorming pioneer pilot who 
tours the Midwestern prairie towns back 
the Twenties but misses the good old 
dogfights of World War One. He cannot 
get it through his head that aviation is 
becoming Big Business, a carrier of pas- 
wd packages rather than а seat- 
pants operation for daredevils. 
m not a chauffeur and Fm not a m: 
man,” says Waldo obstinately. The 
Jot wrong with Waldo Pepper, both 
character and as a screenplay. Scenarist 
William Goldman, working from a story 
by director George Roy Hill (who paved 
Redford's path to superstardom with 
Butch Cassidy and The Sting). overstates 
the hero-who-hasoutlived his-time them 
while Hill tries to pump it up with a lot 
of superficial period. color and. Redlord 
charisma, Contempo wdiences, how- 
ever, tify with a 
guy whose bravura style of machismo 
leaves death and destruction in his wake, 
partly because he cherishes schoolboy 
fantasies about a German war ace cred- 
ited with bringing down at least 70 
planes. Thats manly achievement, no 
matter which side you're on, according 
to the code of honor endorsed here. 
Though Waldo Pepper beg l- 
licking romantic adventure story, it de- 
teriorates swiftly when the hero meets 


sengers 
ofyo 


nay be a bit slow to ide 


ns as ar 


Mazda's rotary engine 
is guaranteed for as long as Rolls-Royce's engine. 
Imagine what the rest of the car is like. 


The Mazda rotary-engine 
warranty states that the basic 
engine block and internal 
parts will be free of 
defects, with normal 
use and prescribed 
maintenance, for 
50,000 miles or 
3 years, whichever 
occurs first, or Mazda 


You get a remarkable split-level ventilation 
system that ushers fresh air in through six 
separate registers. 


will fix it free. 
This non-transferable 
warranty is free on 
all new rotary-engine 
Mazdas sold and 
f serviced in the 
continental 
Y United States. 


Acarefully designed instrument panel, with 
easy-to-reach controls and easy-to-read gauges. 


lever controls six 
different functions. Turn 
signals, high/low beam, 
lane-changing and 
passing signals, 
windshield washers 
and wipers. 


$4,000 class. The Mazda 


otary-enginé Mazda Ў 

Mea omar to q 
This isit, this is N 
THE luxury car in the TN 


You get dependable 
power-assisted 

„$ front disc 

lip brakes, as 

well engi- 


is initscless. 


RX-4. It makes you wonder if NS 
any other car in its class, = 


= 


i 


Mazda offers a smooth, 
Quiet, responsive auto- 
matic transmission. (j % 


neered to 
stop the car 
# as Mazda's 
rotary engine 
is to move 
the car. 


Every rotary e 
Mazda comes with fuel- 
saving radial tires. 


Seats specially 
designed for support 
and shape, covered 


"The seat with a memory. As the. 
back tilts forward. the whole. 
‘seat scoots forward automati- 
cally, allowing easy accessto 
the back. Then the entire seat 
is easily returnedto its original 
pre-set position. 


lo's retary engine licensed 


The cockpit of every 
RX-4 Hardtop 
has an overhead 
console with a 
three-way 
courtesy 
lamp, a map- 
light that 
swivels and 
warning 
lamps for 
-. unclosed 
j doors, 
Y 3 unfostehied 
seatbelts and 
low fuel. 
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and the two take wing to recapture the 
glories of war in a mock oncamera air 
battle that they play for real, finally 
sending cach other to а dumb, rather 
thin heroic, demise, A creditable, casy- 
does-it acting job by Redford is comple- 
mented by that of Bo Svenson, a flying 


Чоп, as the 
ставе girls playing second fiddle 
to flying machines. The flying sequences 
are just fine. but no better than. they 
used to be in every Hollywood air epic 
from Gable's Test Pilot to Cagney's Cap- 
tains of the Clouds, which seemed far 
less pretentious—maybe because their 
Чай "n? spills were played straight, 
hout striving for psychological depth 
or man-meets-myth mysticism. 

Short Takes: John Wayne as Brannigan 
plays a Yank in London—a top cop from 
Chicago, trying to [md a kidnaped Mob- 
ster while eluding a vicious hired killer. 
Wayne takes London by storm, whilst 
Richard Attenborough and Judy Geeson, 
of Scotland Yard, react with proper Eng. 
lish reserve to the Duke's / 
excess It's the bullin-the-chi 
bit, done to a turn, and far 
to the past several Wayne Weste 

Drs. Phyllis and Eberhard Kronhausen, 
the sexologists who founded San Fran- 
cisco’s Museum of Erotic Art, also mas- 
terminded The Hottest Show It's 
the Kronhausen Sex Circus, employ- 
ü 1 Danish circus performers—aeri- 
alists, clowns, acrobats and. midgets—in 
a plotless porno orgy that offers some 
new Beautiful People, photographed 
flagrante delicto. with unusual. artistry. 
ted voyeurs, there's no prettier 
peephole on the porn circuit 


superior 


Town. 


(retitled from Fourplay, the 
sex comedy previewed in 
April 1974 issue) has under- 
gone a complete post-Watergate overhaul 
by director John (Joc) Avildsen. With 


PLAYBOY'S 


new dialog and new footage. the all-in- 
one format retains Zero Mostel, ham- 
ming hilariously as a deposed U.S. 
President who would like to make several 
things perfectly clear about how his Ad- 
istration went to hell. George S. 
Irving, sounding like a former pub 
servant named. Nixon, plays the Presi 
dents religious counselor. while Jerry 
Orbach, Pat Paulsen, Estelle Parsons 
and Laurie Heine: in at hand. 
in flashbacks, as other White House reg- 
ulars singled out by the fickle finger of 


is a wild, primitive but entirely г 
roundhouse punch of pol 
that lets loose quite a few belly 
even where the seams pucker. 


RECORDINGS 


Look at Y point of view, 
midway through the Savage Seventies 
with no relief in sight. The Golden Age 
of Rock is over, t as their old. 


er brother's Pol 


г country 
estates, emerging now and then for giant 
tours to finance а new recording studio 
for the chateau or that yacht the little 
lady has had her cye on. And, besides, 
how does 18-year-old deal with The 
Rolling Stones, The Who. Dylan. and. 
the various former Beatles? These guys 
have been on top almost since he was 
born: Legends are fine, but listening to 
the big boys has tiken on all the trap- 
gs of an official rock religion, worship- 
images gı 
nged. 100. 
premier "people's band.” has given up 
live performances, at a 
er audiences are interpreting the Dead's 
countercultural litany of peace. love and 
dope literally to mean drinking rot- 
gut wine 
high off whatever's for 
sale in the men’s room dur- 
ing concerts that more resemble 
the London Blitz—what with 
all the firecrackers and white-hot 
sparklers flying through the 
air—than any of the musi 


g Fathers ol the Fifties 
(the eneration). 

As it turns out, Alice was half right. 
He was right in zeroing in on the csen- 
tial adolescence of g him. 
self as а sexually weary punk who didn't 
care about anything besides getting load 
ed and getting it on. But now, half a 
decade later. he's a successful, incredibly 
wealthy punk who plays golf with George 
Burns and appears on Hollywood Squares 
with all the other burned-out stars—in a 
word, Established, and fair game for any 
lean and hungry rockers with an суе to 
cashing in on Third-and-a-Half. Geni 
tion Rock. 

The scramble has already begun 
although no group of 
маште has yet emerged, there's a steadily 
growing number of bands working the 
turf loosely termed punk rock. The Pret- 
ty Things, possibly the best of the new 
comenders, are paradoxically neither 
young nor unknown, Originally formed 
in England in 1964, they gained local 
notoriety as a primal, R&B-rooted group. 
raunchier even than their chief competi 
tor, The Rolling Stones. They emerged 
several times thereafter with albums that 
were popular only with the critics and 
the English pop elite (including a 19 
rock opera that Pete Townshend of The 
Who acknowledges as the inspiration for 
Tommy). The Prerties new album. Silk 
Torpedo (Swan Song), with its deceptively 
simple Iyrics and relentless rocking, man- 
ages to be elementally vital and highly 


та, 
Alice Cooper's 


sophisticated at the same time. IIL be 
interesting 10 see how the you 
cnce—for whom the music of the early 


Stones is a touchstone and the London of 
the mid-Sixties а punk utopia—r 

Mahogany Rush is a C: 
with its fect firmly planted, 
speaking. in just the kind of teen necro- 

ilia that the Pretty Things avoid. In 
Jimi Hendrix is the object of 
unnatural alfection, and Canadian gui 
tarist Frank Ма 
ms to have me 


communal gatherings of 9 
years past. 

Alice Cooper, the celebrity golfer who 
made his fortune in whips. stakes and 
dead babies, was one of the first 
stars to recognize this shift in the 
ence and successfully exploit it —ir* 
coincidence that one of 
hits was entitled I'm 
his aggressively simplistic, violently the- 
atrical brand of music Third Gene 
tion Rock. Accordi formulat 
Alice Cooper is the natural successor to 
the big groups магу of the Sixties 
(the Second Generation), who in turn 
extended the rock ‘n’ roll they inherited 


rock 


recorded but also the albums themselves, 
from the psychedelic cover art down to 
the spaced-out liner notes. Child of the 
Novelty (20th Century) is the result of 
Marino's re-cr ve obsession, and 
а hermetic tour de force: It's reminiscent 
of the Jorge Luis Borges story about the 
man who rewrote, word for word, Don 
Quixote. The response to both 
ments is the same: Fabulous, but wh 
do you do for an encore? 

Canada is also the home of A Foot in 
Cold Water, a band whose popularity on 
the Northern funk circuit seems due to 
uncanny resemblance to Long Island's 


What right do 
we have to call 
Ronrico 


Real Rum? 


Ө 1975 GENERAL WINE & SPIRITS СО. N Y.C. 80 PROOF 


In case you didn't know it, the 
clear crystal water that goes into 
Rum Ronrico originates in the Rain 
Forest of Puerto Rico. 

But that’s not all that makes 
Ronrico real. 

You see, Rum Ronrico is the 
one leading rum made entirely in 
Puerto Rico. 

From starttofinish it's real rum 
all the way. 

From the water that goes into 
it. To the father and son craftsman- 
ship that matures it. 

Nothing gets between the 
smooth taste of our rum and the 
delicious taste of your drinks. 


The one 
leading rum 
bottled only 

in Puerto Rico. 
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Vanilla Fudge (remember the 
atic version of the Supremes’ 
You Keep Me Hangin’ On back in 1967? 
Can you ever forget it?). On the basis of 
ts debut album, Or All Around Us (Elck- 
tra), Foot owes a Jot to the Fudge: the 
same loud, turgid Wagnerian overkill on 
the instrumental backups, topped by 
similar mock-heroic vocals, with lyrics of 
ше “What we need is all around us” 
school of pop sermonizing. At least Va- 
nilla Fudge had the sense not to write its 
own lyrics. 

Lest the. Canad 


own 
Fudpe's оре 


ans feel they've been 
singled out for particular abuse, it might 
Le wise to mention a few punk pe- 
culiarities from England. With half the 
bunds in the U.S. imitating Slade—the 
quintessential English punk апае 
have а group of limeys called Fancy com- 
ing on like a bunch of old-fashioned 
American juvenile delinquents. On. the 
cover of its album, Wild Thing (Big Tree), 
the gang poses solemnly in blue jeans 
and black-leather jackets, while its music 
features vocalist Anne Kavanagh stri 
deutly trying to make our jeans bulge 
with her heavy-breathing version of the 
ide tne and other pacans to high 
school, hot rods and humping at the hop. 
All this and a lead guita med Ma 

lon, too. As the English say: It's a bit 


cy is trying to be old-fashioned 
Queen is the liucal descendant. 
ol The Mods. On Sheer Heart Attack (A: 
lum), the group's music glitters with the 
youthful exuberance and flashy bravado 
ol the сапу Who, and the intricate fal- 
sewo harmon € more debauched 
English choirboy than leatherjacketed 
puuk. Even the occasional lapses are par- 
tially redeemed by Queen's precocious 
self-confidence, And its songs about 
yock—loving it and playing it—are some 
ob the best of that curious subgenre, 
witty and real, without the pretension 
and inflated bathos that usually accom- 
iy this theme. 

If some of the foregoing seems greatly 
unfair to the young Rockers in favor of 
the rock giants ol the past, well, it is. But 
only because so much of the music bei 
made today is about rock ‘n’ roll, the 
md myth, rather than rock n' roll pure 
nd simple. И the "Third Generation 
Rockers want to avoid proving the musi- 
cal application of the old saw about 
three generations from shirt sleeves to 


Rocke 


jes 


ile 


shirt sleeves, they're going to have to stop 
inward 


id. start rocl 


on. 


rockin? 


lot of excitement about 
a the past year, par- 
ng on the late 
nd Pieces of the 
Sky (Reprise), her debut solo album. 
proves that the talk is justified. Harris is 
а powerhouse of a singer, totally involved 
in county music, especially the lost- 


Ther 


easily deteriorate into schmaltzy senti- 
mentality, and it’s to her credit that 
she imbues them—particularly her ow 
Boulder to Birmingham (writen with 
Bill Danoll) and Before Beli 
a genuine sense of grict that 


depress 
her occa 
to Linda Ronstadt, especially on Too Far 
Gone, which, coinddentally or not. 
melodically similar to Roustadt’s Ke 
Me from Blowing Away. Emmylou Harris 
is her own woman; she should take more 
care in choosing her material. 


We've been telling you about Jimmy 
Buffett for a while now (historians out 
there may check out our December 1974 
On the Scene) and it looks like some ol 
you are finally paying attention. Jimmy's 
third album, AtA (ABC/Dunhill), has 
been skipping up the charts like a salmon 
swimming upstream. But in case you 
haven't heard, Buffett er [song 
writer with a lot of coun 
He grew up in Mobile, now lives in Key 
West and writes about boats, pirates, the 
joys of eating crab meat and/or the girls 
who crew for him. He takes the spirit of 
Hank Williams’ Jambalaya out of the 
ad onto the open sea. That makes 
America's first id. Western 
singer, right? Wrong? It doesn't matt 
But the album docs—there's not a clinker 
in it, and thars as rare these days as 
barnacles оп a tumbleweed. 


Led Zeppelin is the original monster 
metal band. Its chrome sound has ripped 
through the U.S. like a streamlined limo, 
taking the curves of the pop highway 
with And Physiol Grofit? (Swan 
Song) Zep’s sixth album, plays 
heavy—as heavy as a gold record. levs say 
The release of each Zep LP is awaited 
with the kind of fever that's usually re- 
served for the birth of an heir to a sheik- 
п. And the devoted measure their 
lives by such arrivalsi.e, Debbie failed 
her college boards when 1.2. number one 


real 


when number two arrived: Phil O.D-d 
alter playing Led Zeppelin IV; and Barb 
saw God during Houses of the Holy... . 
But let's back up the tape a little to the 
beginning. Album number one, the germ 
of the whole Zep phenomenon, was rich 
in recognizable bass and guitar riffs played 
in Zep number two took the 
first's statements. and refined them—an 
rdinary showcase of beautiful slide 


singing h 
acoustic temperament was revealed 
number three, and number four ma 


a radical chan; 
sound was starker, 
mented with rhythms. Stairway to He 


en, a masterful cut, dispelled once and 
for all the myth that Zep could play only 
loud music. And Houses of (he Holy 
showed real integrity and vision, with 
a more meticulous, neodassic approach 
to the material. Which brings us to а 
scecching halt at The Big Six: four 
sides of music and only three cuts that 
really hit home. Ten Years Gone is a very 
pretty piece, sensual and yet full of that 
old LZ. punch. It shows that Page has 

lovely sense of harmony that goes beyond 
triads, that he can reach mind shicdding, 
tecth-shatterig volume and still be mus 
cal. Trampled Under Foot is an айе 
cut, with Plant singing straight out, drum 
mer Johu Bonham doing his best and 
Page getting lots of mileage from his well- 
vraveled fret board. Our favorite cut, The 
Wanton Song, erupts with volcanic fury. 
rhythms and riffs flowing like molte 
metal. Together, the three confirm Page 
arranging skill and author- 
ity over his instrument. But too much of 
the record is long-winded, spaced-out m 

sic that pounds with migrainelike pa 
sistence into your skull. Physical Graffiti 
is a long way from the group's best. c 
forts and doesn't belong in the time 
psule for future fans from. Mars—but 
it abo doesn’t wipe out the previous 
pes of genius L-Z. bas shared with 


Olivia Newton-Jolin’s latest asks the 
musical question Have You Never Been 
Mellow (MCA). In Olivia's case, mellow 
seems to mean devoid of guts or the 
normal quota of human tension that radi 
ates from lrue singers—the ones who re- 
fect our own rough lives in some 
izable way. But times are hard and 
ins escapism and nostalgi 
little Oliv 


nging bunny 
in a 


Thirties Di 
though 
nimation. 
As the album un- 
folds, you soon get an 
idea o her range. Each song 
begins to sound like the next. 


ness, unt 
seis in. T 


nductor. Michael Tilson 
ig reached the antique à 
stands in the center of Clevel 
square-foot Masonic Auditorium with. 
250-odd musicians deployed around hi 
in quadraphonic fashion. Producer An 
drew Kaz ives the nod, the 16-track 
recorders whir and а spectacular Carmina 
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He does more 
than inhabit. He lives. 
Because he knows. 
He smokes for pleasure. 
He gets it from the blend 
of Turkish and Domestic 
tobaccos in Camel Filters. 
Do you? 


Turkish and 
Domestic Blend 


Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health 
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two people 
| on your gift : 
list are alike. Nor “ < “ 


ш 
lare апу two of our agate 


gemstone desk sets. A striking example 
of nature's individuality from the Sheaffer 
| gift collection. The any time, any place gift. 


ө 
SHEAFFER. 


SHEAFFER, WORLD-WIDE, 


Burene (Columbia) is committed to tape. 
That is one hell of a distance, concep 
tually, from directing the New York Phil 
harmonics Young People’s Concerts, one 
of Thomas’ more recent tasks. But he 
understands Carl Orffs mock-medieval 
music well, conveys its passion and its 
thythmicpercussive drive and, most of 


all, knows how to get the best from the 
Cleveland Orchestra, which hasn't played 


The Orchestra. Chorus and 
Boys Choir are superb, and Judith Bleg: 
en (soprano). Kenneth Riegel (tenor) and. 
Peter Binder (baritone) master the vocal 
intricacies and demands of Orff's score 
with case, Binder is outstanding, particu- 
larly in the tavern sequence (Estuans 
interius). According to Kazdin, the disc 
took two years of planning and excep- 
tional engineering skill. If that’s so, it's 
worth the time and effort. 


Motown keeps coming up with tough 
acts—such as the Commodores, ап elec- 
tic soulrock sextet, who have а big 
future in music from the sound of Caught 
in the Act. The program includes a dance 
number for the ages (not to mention the 
sociologists), The Bump; a together in- 
sirumental. I'm Ready; and some timely 
songs in Slippery When Wet and the 
politically angled Better Never than For- 
ever. Another supertight, electric R&B 
combo—but as waditional as the Com- 
modores are modern—is the current band 
of James Cotton, a blues singer/harmon- 
ica player who's been around (he used to 
be with Muddy Warers, among others). 
On 100% Cotton (Buddah), the group 
cooks on just about all the familiar blues- 
rock forms. And, in truth, we didn't know 
they still had that much life in them. 


Gordon Lightfoot’s new album, Cold 
on the Shoulder (Reprise), could have 
been called Cruising in Comfort Down 
the Middle of the Road. Really, now— 
has he been taking songwriting lessons 
from Paul Williams? Ten years ago, he 
stopped us cold with one line: “You can't 
jump a jet plane like you can a freight 
train.” But the songs here don't have the 
curacy or the critical eye of the early 
songs; they sound familiar and diluted. 
And Gordon will probably write a thou- 
d more before he's through. 


Reed men, past, present. and future, 
seem to be what's happening on LPs 
these days. From the past, there's John 
Coltrane / Alternate Takes (Atlantic), the 
tide of which isn't quite accurate- The 
first three tunes—Giant Steps, Naima and 
Like Sonny—were done at an unreleased 
session in 1959; the rest—Cousin Mary, 
PU Wait and Pray, Countdown, Body 
and Soul and Syeeda's Song Flute—were 
recorded that same year and in 1960 but 
were set aside in favor of other takes 
from the sessions. With Coltrane letting 


Oceans apart 
from the ordinary. 
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E Heineken 


Heineken. Holland's finest? 
America's number one E 
imported beer. е 
Light or dark. ү 

In bottles отоп draft 
Exclusive U; S. Inr 

Van Munching & C 


Heineken tastes tremendous-no wonder it's number one. „ 
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A new 35mm SLR camera 
is shaking up the whole camera industry. 
Why? 

Because it's smaller, lighter and 
quieter than any other 35mm SLR. 
And yet... 
you see more in the viewfinder! 


Writers in photographic magazines 
allover the world welcomed the new 
Olympus OM-1 camera. Because 
they knew that many photographers 
were getting tired of 35mm cameras 
that were too heavy, too big and 

too noisy. 

Olympus reduced both the size 
and the weight of a 35mm SLR 
camera by 3575. And by using a 
special air damper, reduced the 
noise level considerably. 

All this without sacrificing quality 
and precision. In fact the viewfinder 
is 70% brighter and 30% larger than 
comparable cameras. 

By reducing size and weight 
Olympus made it possible for many 


OLYMPUS ON-1 
The experts call it ^incredible" 


ap — Norketed exclusively in the U.S.A. by Ponder &Best, Inc. 


photographers to take their cameras 
with them instead of leaving them at 
home.And the camerawas designed 
so even the casual photographer 
could get consistently superior 
pictures. But it's also part of a huge 
system of over 200 accessories, 

so as you get more serious, the OM-1 
grows with you. 

See what all the excitement is 
about. Visit your Olympus dealer. 
Feel the camera, look through 
the viewfinder, check out the acces- 
sories. If you don't think this is the 
most important development in 
serious photography in many à year, 
then the whole photographic 
industry is wrong! 


Corporate Offices: 1630 Stewart Street, Sonta Manico, California 90406 


es, second best seems plenty good 
enough. Echoes of the 
sax Plays Bird with Strings pitol). The 
Supersax group continues its vinyl hom. 
age to Charlie Parker, this time restating 
а number of the tunes he recorded with 
string backing. A quarter of a century 
later, the five-man string section has more 
than tripled, which is only fair, since 
Parker's mind-bending alio work is now 
the province of five grown men and, as 
ways, the ensemble amplification of the 
Bird's remarkable solos comes across al 
most as remarkably, Playing off ag 
the reed sound are some delightful in 
dividual efforts by trumpeter Come С 
doli and trombonist’ Frank Rosolino. 
And the tunes will you by the old 
memory bank—April in Paris, My Old 
Flame, If 1 Should Lose You, Ornithol- 
ogy, Cool Blues and several other Parker 
classics. Stan Geiz straddles several cras 
like а colossus. From the Forties into the 
Seventies, the sound of his tenor has been 
heard through the land. With Captain 
Marvel (Columbia), one can plainly sec 
that Getz is still growing: he has man- 
aged to absorb the best of each cra, con- 
tribute 


pervade Super- 


scemingly endless number of his 
eas to it, and then go on to new 
musical worlds. This time he has the 
talented young bassist Stanley Clarke 
on hand. along with el supremo pianist 
Chick Corea (here electrified), omni- 
present percussionist Airio Moreira. and 
dynamite drun will 
which is pretty fair company 
gue. The album was reco 
years ago and why it wasn't released till 
how well never know, because it just 
may be Getz’s quintessential recorded 
statement. Stretching out over a half doz 
en numbers, cutting а swath through an 


л Tony 


eclectic assortment of musical modes, Stan 
the Man is at the top of his form: and 
when that happens, he’s the very best 
there is Though still quite young. 
Jeremy Steig has been around long 
enough to become a respected member 
of the musical community. Steig, like 
Getz, has crossed many lincs—jazz. pop. 
rock, Afro, Middle Eastern, 1 n and has 
even inserted a soupçon of pre-Baroque 
from time to time. On Temple of Birth (Co 
lumbia), flutist Steig really cooks—thanks 
по small measure 10 his sessionmates 
Johnny Winter (whose guitarwork on 
three cuts is firstrank), Richie Beirach 


(remember that name; he does marvelous 
things with an electric piano), bassist 
Anthony Jackson. drummer Alphonse 


Mouzon and percussionist Ray Mantilla 
Our favorite tracks? Steig and Beirach 
ducting on the tide ume and Rupunzel 
Beautiful. The new hot gun in town 
shows why he is, on Tom Scott in LA. (Fly 
а compilation of tracks fr 
Jeased albums that provides 
ase for his tenor, alte 
The cuts are divided 


m 
previously 


Why “Datsun Saves" 
means a lot more than 


great gas mileage. 


There's more to driving than filling up 
with gas. So we build each Datsun to last 
longer than ycu'll own it and cost as little as 
possible to run. 

Example: Datsun crankshafts turn on 
five rather than three main bearings. Our 
crankshaft runs more smoothly, is more 
durable 

Example: Datsun engines nave aluminum 
heads. Many comparable cars have cheaper 
cast iron heads. which don't dissipate heat as 
well. 

Example: Datsun cars come with heavy 
duty 60 amp. batteries. Most new cars offer 
only 45 ог 50 amp. batteries. 

Example: We fitted a small. easily opened 
inspection plate under our manual transmis- 
sions. If something goes wrong you dont 


Datsun 710 
5-Door Wagon 


Luggage rack and automatic transmission are optional. 


have to remove the entire unit to locate the 
problem. 
Example 


Every Datsun has two fuel fil- 

aN ters: one at the engine 

and one at the gas tank. 

л. If you happen to buy a 

= tank of bad gas. two 

filters clean it better 
than one. 

It ail adds up. You'll 
find scores of other 
improvements on all 
'inedoiess and more; шапагы" NEW Datsuns. Taken 
together. they result in as economical and 
durable an autornobile as possible. Datsun 
Saves means outstanding fuel economy. 
inexpensive maintenance. great resale value 


anda lot more. L 


Datsun 710 Hardtop 
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Zoom inona winner. 


ج سے 


121 lenses іп 1 for the 35mm camera owner. 
A Vivitar $5-205mm automaticzoom in travel and sports. Top quality has 
lens is like having a trunk full of made this lens the favorite of pho- 
lenses, but only one to carry. It re- tographers. Compact, light weight 
places the usual 85mm, 100mm, and fits most popular 35mm SLR 
135mm and 200mm, but better than cameras. Sec your Vivitar dealer 
that you can pick any of 121 differ fora demonstration, or write fora 
ent focal lengths to get theexact free folder. Marketed in the U.S.A. 
framing of the picture you want by Ponder&Best Inc Corporate 
withoutmovingan inch. The 85mm Offices: 1630 Stewart St., Santa 
isideal for portraitsand the 205mm Monica, CA 90406. In Canada: 
gives that big imagc of distant Precision Cameras of Canada, 
subjects, and is especially useful Lid., Montreal. 


Vivitar Zoom Lenses 


Buy three UDC-90's. 
Get the 12-cassette 
holder free. 


Look for the speciolly packed 
Free for Three offer ot participating 
Maxell dealers todoy. Chonces ore, 
it won't be there tomorrow. 

When you purchase three Maxell 
Ultro Dynomic UDC-90 casseties you 
get this rugged styrene 12-cossette 
holder. So nd! only do you get the best 
recordings your system con produce. 
You get оп orgonized ond eosy way to 
enjoy your music os well 

Moxell's Free for Three offer is. 
only ovailoble May 15 to July 30, 1975. 
Don't miss it 

Мохе! Corparation of Americo, 
Moonachie, New Jersey 07074 


maxell. 


Forprofessional recordings 
athome. 


into bi; combo. In either 
context, by the 
gilted 


non-McCa 
of four 
Ыш BE TEE André 
Previn), it’s evident why Scott seems 10 
be showing up on a zillion pop. rock and 
jure recording sessions. Well, baby, if 
tit, йаша 


n Jay Lerner tunes В 


you've 


BOOKS 


Anyone who, as a child, ever fingered 
^ Anatomy and wondered how a 
ies of black-and-white schematic draw- 
gs could possibly make our parents be 
fruitful and multiply into those colorful 
little creatures we saw all around us will 
appreciate at least some of the honesty of 
Show Me! (St. Martin's). Will McBride's 
photographs of children, teenagers and 
adults are each worth their full 10,000 


m! 


A photo from 
“Show Met,” the 
“controversial new 
sex guide for 
children. 


words when compared with the word-of- 
mouth myths children pass on to one 
other concerning the eternal question, 
Sex: Boon or And the text, by 
Dr. Helga Fleischhaner-Hardt (what bet- 
ter name to 1 you're looking for 
redeeming social value?). covers cvery- 
thing the kids will necd to know to start 
them on their way to becoming full- 
s like the rest of 


m 


mehes (that's v 
per live nymph 
people will be shocked. (There was a 
minor furor when the book was pub- 
lished in Europe in its original German- 
language edition.) But if you remember 
how shocked you were when you finally 
found out the truth after leaving puber- 
ty behind, perhaps youll see some of 
the advantages of being shown, 


some 


ot too surprisingly, Brothers (Macmil- 
1). by Bobby Jack Nelson, is about 
two brothers—Curly and Jimmy Roy— 
whose attachment to each other might 
well have made the most maudlin story 
since Brian's Song. Nelson, fortunately, 
pulls off his tale with such finesse and 
plausibility that we 
perior piece of fiction by a new regional 
writer who mercifully doesn't overdose 
the reader with dialect, local color or 
his own nostalgics. Curly and Jimmy Rov 


e two mutually dependent misfits all 
lone in the world, which for them is a 
little Texas oil town populated by shit- 
kickers straight out of The Last Picture 
Show. Curly's simplistic sense of justice 
nd his ability to fight put him at odds 
м with some local pool-hall hard cases 
nd then with the law. Jimmy Roy wor- 
ipfully tags along, joi s brother, 
i violent, hopeless bid for freedom, 
both spiritual and real. The story is viv- 
. melancholy and beautifully writen, 
and it's short enough to read in a day. 
If the fame and fortune that have been 
heaped upon certain exalted members of 
the press lately have caught your im: 
tion and you've begun to d: 
turning into Carl Bernstein instead of 
Warren Beatty, there's а tonic available 
for this dementia in the form of the first 
collection from MORE, called Stop the 
Presses, 1 Want to Get Off: Inside Stories of the 
News Business from the Pages of MORE (К. 
dom House), edited by Richard Pollak. 
In its four years as the most professional 
and ive journalism review able. 
MORE has succeeded in not letting us 
forget what lazy, imitative scoundrels 
most members of the press really are, sec- 
d in venality and sheer incompetence 
only to their employers. The general 
state of the journalistic art, as MORE 
has chronicled it, is shown by music 
critics who don't know music: news re- 
porters who know hard news but have 
abandoned it for soft philosophy; and a 
dazzling tour de farce by Alexander 
Cockburn on the all-purpose disaster 
story, which instructs the bored news edi- 
tor in the art of showing the maimed and 
injured to best advantage. There аге 
other pieces worth noting: One is an 
encounter during which the cool, pro- 
fessional J. Anthony Lukas tries to out- 
Gonzo the fully wired Hunter ‘Thompson 
is in over his hcad)—but the mos 
ng piece in the group is "How 
to Become a Reliable Source.” It’s all 
about a fellow very well connected in our 
Government who describes the thrills he 
gets out of being a Reliable Source, and 
the pitfalls and dangers of his odd hobby. 
les the collection’s most enlightening 
picce on the way we really get our news, 
as well as the most morbidly fascinating. 
en the current vogue for investigative 
reporting, it may not be odd to daydre 
about being Carl Bernstein. But to day- 
m about being Deep Throat—there’s 
rnalism all by 


h 


slave breeder, must live with the legacy 
y to all Corregi- 
: to breed, to "make genera- 
But Ursa cınnot. She lost her 


passed down from slave 


dora wo 
tions.’ 


Самота brandy over 
се If youre a rocks 
drinker, try Califomia 
brandy instead of “the 
usual The lightclean 
taste makes a refreshing 
change of pace. it's 
brandy so lightyou can 
dank it ony time at all 


Califonia brondymon- 
hatian If you like mixed 
drinks, try substituting 
Califonia brandy in your 
favorite recipe. California 
brandy comes from 
Califonia grapes. so it's 
especially smoothin 
drinks that use wine or 
fuit-based mixers, 


California Brandy 


‘There ore more than 150 brands of brand} graan in Caifornia. Colonia Brandy Advisory Вост. Son Francisco, CA 94120, 
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VIVITAR INTRODUCES 
A REVOLUTIONARY IDEA IN 
35mm SLR CAMERAS. 


A SENSIBLE PRICE. 


Vi it Get the good news at your photo dealer. And let him tell you 
1V1 аг. aboutite famous Vivitar reputation in the октар world. 


молеа nine 5A byPonderkdest Inc Corporat ofices 1630 Stewart t SantaMonca 


womb when she was thrown down the 
stairs by her husband, Миц, in a fit of 
jealous rage. Other mcn arc no morc 

To them, her "pussy's a little gold 
and her revenge against them— 


frigidity. A man is somebody 10 

so Ursa gives her ass but keeps her 
ct. Her only release is to 
mand to sing away her 


4 out of 5 
automatic S 
sold in Britain are BSR. 


More automatic turntables 
sold in the US. are BSR than 
all other brands combined. 


The fact is, 2 out of 3 
automatic les 
in the world are BSR. n 


in rural Kentucky cafés. Still, she 
seems to know that the hatred she per- 
petuates in men makes them victims as 
well and the book ends with Ursa and 
Muu locked in an embrace of mutual 
grieving. At 25, Gayl Jones has created, 
in a mature work of fiction, a metaphor 
for black (and white) sexual slavery that 
is both shaking and beautiful Т" 


Breslin has written a book 
about Wan led it How the 
Good Guys Finally Won (Viking). That may 
not be a tite, but it sw 
you a lot about the subtlety of the book. 
That's not to say that Breslin is pre- 
dictably simple-minded like, say, Eliza- 
beth Drew or Theodore White, who 
both have Watergate books coming out 
soon (will it, dear God. never end). 
Whites would be called The Unmal 
oj a President, if only he had the brass. 
Which Breslin has in spades. For in 
stance, Breslin wants his readers to 
believe that the nation owes thanks to 
one bove all others for the fact that 
Richard Nixon is now reduced to writ- 
€ book. That man 
eill. Or so Breslin informs us 
ace. O'Neill is the House 
Majority Leader and 
powerful members of Congress to push 
for impeachment. Now, Breslin likes his 
heroes cut Irom a certain kind of cloth: 
It is not unimportant, for instance, that 


as one ol the first 
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| going to «M 
Р» ing to doi it right. 


mo people smoke a brand for its image. 
е dont You cant taste image. I smoke for taste. 
^ I smoke Winston. All Winston will еуе уе you 


„  isrealtaste. And real pleasure. For s some of us, 


y кш Winston, ispre 1 
E ак mM a 


| Cem Fy i 
Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined ert } f 
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. 18mge“tar, 13 mg. nicotine av. per cigarere ИЕ 
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The Rollei 35S—the world's small 


t full frame 35mm precision camera with a 


NEW high-speed, 5-element Rollei HFT* 40mm Sonnar f/2.8 multi-coated lens.* See 
your Rollei Dealer today for a demonstration of this new pocket-pro 
from Rollei—the new Rollei 35S. It's the Best! 


“Tr 


А 
lens manufactured by the Rollei Group under h N Rollei 
Тһе New 


license from Carl Zeiss, Oberkochen, West Germany 


Only one cassette deck stacks up 
with the best components. 


Pioneer's new CT-7171 cassette deck 
with built-in Dolby delivers sound 
reproduction so exceptional that it 
rivals the performance of open-reel 
units. And its design keeps расе 

with its performance. The illuminated 
cassette compartment and all 
controls are on the front panel — so 
you can stack other components 
above or beneath il; Handling every 


West 13300 5. Estrella, Los Angeles 90248 / Midwest: 1500 Greentea 


type of tape you can possibly use, 
the CT-7171 delivers extraordinary 
performance. Of course, its other 
features stack up, too, making it the 
most sophisticated cassette deck 
ever produced, At $369.95, it's an 
unexcelled value. 

U.S. Pioneer Electronics Corp., 
75 Oxford Drive, Moonachie, 
New Jersey 07074 


OPIONEER 


when you want something better 


Elk Grove Village, Ilt. 60007 / Canada: S. H. Parker Co. 


is Irish; nor that he is from 
; and it is absolutely crucial that 
he bets the ponies. He is, in other words, 
perfect material for Breslin, who does a 
predictable good job with him. But it's а 
ask the reader 
lieve that decency in politics just comes 
naturally to a Democrat from Boston 
However, the book has its charm. There 
are some new stories about the venality 
of Nixon and his boys. Breslin is, alter 
all, a writer and not a felon with four 
or five months of hard time at Allen 
wood. But don't expect too much from 
this or other Watergate book until 
Nixon delivers up his own version of 
the scandal. The best sections in Para 
dise Lost, remember, are Satan's. 


of a strain to to be 


Over the past few years, sports biog- 
raphies have glutted wi once a 
somewhat. special market. So if your rc 
action to the news that Leo Durocher 
and Ed Linn have written Leo's auto- 
biography, Nice Guys Finish Lost (Simon & 
Schuster), is a massive yawn, hold it. 
Durocher entered baseball in the Twen- 
ties as a mean little shortstop with а 
glove that reached everything and а bat 
that found nothing. As а young reserve, 
he watched Babe Ruth hit 60 home runs, 
played for Miller Huggins, was captain 
of Dizzy Dean's Gas House Gang. man- 
ed the Dodgers for Branch Rickey and 


1, helped cool Jackie Robin 
ival 


nd stood in a 
ch 


son's flammable 


dreamlike coma in the third 
ing box when Bobby Thomson's ma 
pop fly dropped behind the fence to give 
his Giants the 51 pennant. Now, that's а 
life worth “as-telling to," and the book is 
worth reading if only because of the 
people and events strewn throu 
rocher's loudmouthed career. He 
the goad old days of tacitly sanctioned 
bean balls and benign clubhouse 
and, unsurprisingly. he comes on 
Charles Colson before he found Jesus: 
“IC 1 were playing third base and my 
mother was rounding third with the run 
that was going to beat us, I would wip 
her.” If the whole thing gets wearisome, 
it's because, for all the color and noise of 
his episodic lile, Durocher doesn’t build 
an anecdote very well (or Linn didn't 
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JUSTIN CASE — 
YOU GET 
A SUNNY DAY. 


AND JUST IN CASE 
YOU DON'T. 


Whether yov're celebrating a great day in the sun, 
or eating your heart out about a sudden downpour, do it 
with one of the 11 different cocktails from THE CLUB? After all, 
a little rain doesn't mean your day has to be a washout. 


CLUBS. ANYTIME, ANY PLACE, ANY REASON. 


THE CLUBS TEQUILA SUNRISE, 25 Proc! (51974 The Club Distiling Co., Hartford, CT, Merlo Pi., CA 


PLAYBOY 


38 


when you ca nlook | 
forward to being forty. 


...for finally admit E 
yourself that you tak 
better pictures with 
your Brownie 
than with your fan 
reflex camera. 


-..because at a 
staff mee! 


You’ve earned 


JEG Steuart ^ 


Sher's. The original light 


otch. With an original 
light price tag. 

sher's. We earned our 
stripe in 1853. 


le. Kv., © 1974. 
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+ Brown Forman Di. 


80 or ВЕ Proof 


listen), and he always plays the gruff but 
trusting victim while all around him con- 
spirators wish him inexplicable harm. 
Whats clear is that Durocher was a dino- 
saur whose fearsome reputation kept h 
100 long land thar's turned greedy. 
If the book doesn't always work, well, 
Durocher never did hit for a big aver- 
age; but he seldom finished last. Then 
there's Maury Allen, a sportswriter for 
The New York Post, who first saw Joc 
DiMaggio 30 years ago from a 75-cent 
seat in Yankee Stadium. He was awc- 
struck. So awestruck, in fact, that he's 
written а book about Jolin’ Joe called 
Where Have You Gone, Joe DiMaggio? (Dut- 
question that may seem slightly 
1 to people who watch television 
ials. Nevertheless, the book pur- 
ports to be the story behind the legend: 
but reporter Allen has taken the easy 
way out by filling the pages with long. 
boring testimonials from everybody who 
knew the Yankee Clipper way back 
when. As a result, it reads morc like a 
transcribed inquest than-a tribute to a 
great ballpl 


1 


Books by or about policemen consti- 
twe a pretty narrow genre that no опе 
expected would yield more than onc 
really good piece of fiction. yer we've 
had The New Centurions, The Onion 
Field, Law and Order, Report to the 
Commissioner and one or two others that 
combine high entertainment value with 
literary merit, Now comes Philip Rosen- 
berg’s Contract on Cherry Street (Crowell), 
a first-rate police story with a bit of The 
Godfather thrown in. Rosenberg's cops 
ren't quite as complex or introspective 
say, Joseph Wambaugh's, but they 
seem equally human and they take the 
reader on a heavy trip through one of 
the darker neighborhoods of law enforce 
mem. The twist is a simple one: Some 
increasingly frustrated organized crime 
cops throw New York Mobdom into 
bloody confusion by adopting tactics that 
go well beyond the liue of duty. That 
Tine, at first only blurred, soon. vanishes 
altogether as men’s consciences become 
brutalized by violence and subordinated 
to selL-pre 


ryation, Rosenberg is а mas 
ey dialog and a skilled cralis- 
man who can make the boredom of a 
fruitless stike-out into the suspense of a 
slow-burning fuse. 

Hs hard to believe. No more Mr. 
Mulliner or Bertie Wooster aud his per 
fect valet. Jeeves. No more Empress. of 
Blandings or Stanley. Featherstonehaugh 
Ukridge. P. G. Wodehouse is dead. at 93, 
having just been made Sir Pelham by 
order of the queen. Plum, whose writ 
ing career spanned an incredible 70 
yeas, has 1ей us one last Jeeves and 
Bertie novel, The Cat-Neppers (Simon X 
Schuster), and thal 
had be 
Perhaps that was Wodehouse's ultimate 


ter of low 


the end of it, One 


un to believe it would never end. 


To the Scandinavian 
male, cologne is simply 
another mark of 
respect for the body. 


In Scandinavia, when a 

man achieves success, he 

does not sucldenly ignore 
his physical X 

Infact, one 
often sees our 
most valued ex- 
ecutives out in 
the open air, 
enjoying good 
physical activity, 
in celebration of the body. 

In this same spirit, the S 
navian regards his cologne as or 
more mark of respect for the body. 

Perhaps this is why our Kanon 
Cologne, with its imported Swedish 
ingredients and unique Scandi- 
navian fragrance, finds success 
with such men everywhere. 

After all. You cannot very well 
expect others to respect your body, 
unless you first respect it yourself. 


kangin 


From Scandinavia thelookof health. 
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What Yashica means 
to the pet photographe 


Everybody loves pets, Their antics add special 
warmth to humdrum days. Yashica's Electro 35 
GSN can help you capture your pets’ glowing 
moments. It's an automatic camera, very simple 
lo use. A computer brain controls the shutter. 
You just focus and shoot. The result—quality 
photographs that'll bring a smile to your face 

for years to come. And the Electro 35 GSN is 
budget priced. 

Atyour Yashica Dealer. 


IN 
WITH 
RANGEFINDER 


. . the optical tapemeasure that measures distances of six feet to 100 feet 
from where you stand. 
It takes only seconds. Just sight any object, focus and look at the tape indi- 
cator to read distance in feet and/or inches. Rangefinder is reliable, too. 
Average accuracy to 25 feet is 99.2%, to 100 feet, 97.8%. Rangefinder and 
са ig case are just $19.95*! 


Marketing Services, Inc., Dept. PM91 
919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, Ill. 60611 


Please send me. Hangetinder(s) 10 use and enjoy for two weeks without obligation. 1f | 
decide to keep the Rangelinder(s), the cash price for each is $19.95", plus $1.50 each for 


shipping and handling. (Total $21.45* each.) Ll [81 


D Charge to my Playboy Club credit Key no. 
O Payment enclosed. (Make checks pabi to Equinox.) 

Iders, please enclose check. 
‘Illinois residents—please add 5% tax ($1.07 for each Rangefinder). 


No С.О... orders, please. Cash keyhol 


Name. 
Address. 
City. 


(please print) 


ar 


jest. The Britain into which he thrust us 
with cach new book never changed. Life's 
biggest problems were breaking a too 
hastily arranged engagement, making the 
Drones Club's richest member, Ooly Pros- 
y part with a fiver, dis- 
rcine lig] Lord 
Emsworth's eye, the Empress. was off her 
feed. Ah, well... Asin all of Wodehouse's 
books, the plot o£ The Cat-Nappers is as 
thin as а tea sandwich. Bertie's kindly 
Aunt Dahlia (not to be confused with 
his gorgonlike Aunt Agatha) has suc 
cumbed to her only vice and has plonked 
down a packet of pound notes on her 
friend's horse in a match race and is de 
ed to sce that he wins by h. or by 
id that, dear reader, involves making 
off with a perlectly harmless tabby simply 
ise she’s the best chum of the rival 
nd her absence would make him 
sh. Well, there you are—hardly War 
and Peace, but these days one needs War 
and Peace like a third spat. And that's 
what Wodehouse was all about. 


tern 


THEATER 


From old Frankenstein to Young 
Frankenstein, scemingly infinite va 
tions have been worked on this creepy 
theme, but the Rocky Horror Show clc. 
must be the first time that the n 
been turned into a towering 
ite from Tr The doc 
tor, Frank (short for arter), is 
yed by Tim Curry, one of the two 
vors of the original London produc. 
tion. He is suitably attired in ten-inch 
heels, black panties and net stockings, He 


а scream (the other characters do the 
p. notably Brad Janet. 
the innocent affianced couple whose car 
breaks down and sends them s 
into Frank's vortex). What kind 
monster would such a preen 
ed bise: 
of course. The show is 


screan and 


He Rock; 


BOURBON 


You discovered 
something recently: 
I.W. Harper is а 
beautiful drink. 

It has the great taste, 
the smoothness 

you heard about... 

but didn't quite believe. 


Now you believe. 


ru W. HARPER. From Kentucky Distillery No. 1 


É root Kentucky Straight Bourbon Whiskey * ©1874 L.W. Harper Distihng Co., Louise. Ку. 


The luxury car all automotive engineers would 
design if the automobile companies would let them. 


In an age of mass-produced status 
symbols and marketing wizardry, the 
engineers of the Bavarian Motor Works 
concentrate on building the best driving 
machines it is physically and technically 
possible to build. 

Irrespective of passing fashion or 
price. 

And, as afeat of pure engineering 
intelligence— as a luxury automobile 
perfect for its time—the new BMW 530i 
may well be unequaled in all the world. 

Our status symbol is under the 
hood, not on it. 

If BMW is known for anything, it is 
superb, innovative engineering, 

With all its ultimate good sense, the 
530i not only exemplifies the 
extraordinary performance and feel so 
characteristic of BMW, it exceeds it. 

Its 3-liter, fue-injected engine— 
small when compared to domestic 
behemoths—develops smooth, reliable, 
turbineJike power. 

With a maximum of fuel economy 
anda minimum of pollution. 

Safety, more than just brute 
strength. 

The BMW 530i is not designed 
merely to meet the legal requirements, 
but to surpass them. 

Steel belted radial tires are 
standard equipment. 

A dual twin-circuit, four-wheel, disc- 


©1975 BMWol 
Montvale. NJ. 


braking system provides adequate 
braking power—actually more than the 
law prescribes— even if one of the two 
systems should fail. 

Asteel passenger safety cell and 
computer determined “crush zones” 
combine to minimize injury, should an 
accident prove unavoidable. 

Luxury, functional not frivolous. 

While the interior of the average 
luxury car is decorated by stylists, the 
interior of the BMW 530 115 designed by 
engineers to prevent driver fatigue. 

All seats have an orthopedically 
molded shape. 

Allinstruments are mounted within 
the driver's field of vision. 

All controls are within easy reach. 

In atime when the concept of the 
automobile has taken many irrelevant 
side roads, the BMW is built to be an 
extraordinary driving machine. A unique 
harmony, if you will, of performance, 
safety and comfort. 

Andthe result? So unusual that 
Motor Trend magazine flatly proclaims 
BMW to be"... unexcelled among the 
world's automobiles.” 

The ultimate driving machine. 


y 


WA" 
Bavarian Motor Works, Munich, Germany 


rice St. Los Angeles. Calil. 90066. Contact your nearest BMW dealer tor further information. Convenient overseas delivery plan available 


ing the 
BMW 530i 


introduc 
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The happy combo. 
Gordon's Vodka & Squirt. 
EG 


They blend together in happy harmony... 

1% ozs. Gordon's Vodka over ice, fill with Squirt. 
Result: A fresh, thirst-quenching 

taste that’s oh so cooling. 
80 PROOF. DISTILLED FROM GRAIN GDRDON'S DRY GIN CO. LTD.. LINDEN. NJ. © 1974. THE SQUIRT COMPANY 


designed as a tacky rip-off of horror 
movies, a cabaretstyle entertainment 
that provokes squeals of Jaughter and 
peals of fright from an indulgent (and 
young) audience. It is the selfmocking 
monstrous creation (book, music and 
lyrics) of d O'Brien, who, under 
the alias Ritz O'Brien, plays a twitching, 
qretinous hunchback named Rill-Raff. 
The riffrafish show began in a small 
theater in London, moved to a crum- 
bling old movichouse in Chelsea and 
then to success im Los Angeles, For the 
New York engagement, the beautiful 
old Belasco Theater has been over 
hauled to resemble a cabaret (drinks and 
popcorn are served). Lightning strikes. 
rock rolls like thunder and, if you 
сап afford the Broadway tab, you 
y have as much fum as you did at 
Saturday alternoon's creature features. 
At the Belasco, 111 West 44th Street. 
The Wiz is a hip, flip, all-black version 
of The Wonderful Wizard of Oz. The 
eflect is something like overhearing 
"Moms" Mabley rap about Oz to a room- 
ful of back-talking blacks. Moms is not 
1 this show, but her sassy spiri 
particularly in the nervy ch 
a good witch named Addaperle, played 
by Clarice Taylor. Except for Addaperle 
(who is a howl) and bad witch Evillene 
(Mabel King), a twoton mother, the 
mes are the same as in the original 
story, and so is the plot. Dorothy is 
whisked from Kansas by tornado to the 
land of the Mundil 
pany of the Scarecrow, the Tinman and 
the Cowardly Lion, treks the Yellow 
Brick Road. Almost everything clsc is 
different. The Scarecrow is a high-flying 
chorus boy. the Tinman is a clattering 
tociapping dance man and the Lion 
(trembling Ted Ross) is a scaredy-cat 
straight out of Stepin Fetchit (“Feets, do 
yo’ stuff). The Yellow Brick Road itself 
four sharp black dancers dressed in 
eye-popping yellow, who point the way 
And the Wiz, wearing pimp white, is as 
cool as Iceberg Slim. The show 
vesty of the ori 
d the Judy : 
self-conscious about its role 
as ripoff, However, the road is not all 
pleasure, The show's book (by William F. 
Brown) has its brambles. Charlic Smalls's 
rock score is no match for Harold Arlen's. 
Dorothy is played by Stephanie Mills. a 
short, homely little actress with a big 
voice and very little stage presence. The 
direction is by Geoffrey Holder, and his 
presence is perhaps too much in evi- 
dence. At times, the stage appears to be 
swarming with mock tall, 
Шалып, clastic men 1 all dressed in 
black. But, with rese The Wiz 
lowdown shaggy fun—funniest when 
it is funkiest. At the Ma 247 West 


44th Strect. 


шті 


"Dear 


AMERICAN TOURISTER. WARREN. R1. 


Sleep On 


American Tourister: 
I'm ready to 
take off 


as soon as 
we land?’ 


Richard Kane, Conn. 


Cloud 9... 


+ For Sleeping, 
* Camping. 
Boating. 
Relaxing, 
Swimming. 
Playing, 
= Loving 


The only guest bedroom you can store ona shelf! 


CLOUD NINE—A luxurious, velver-fred, ой coil bed 
you infiote in minutes with o vacuum cleaner (comes. 
with acopror). Use it os a permonen! mattress or 
store on © shelf for overnight guests. Use it in a 
comper, or doze your way across o loke on i 
‘he зоп, flocked finish prevents sticking or burning. 
while sunbothing). Use it os а pleosurable new 
experience fo shore with the one you love! 

CLOUD NINE tokes the seo-sickness ond worer cut of 
woter beds. but gives Ihe some reloxing give-and. 
токе reel. The specoly potented "cr сой con. 
smructior. consisting of individual polyvinyl cir sup: 
роп соё. suppons your body evenly—you dont 
Sink down. ond the sides don’ fly up os with inex 
pensive vinyl plostc furniture. No frame or inner 
spring is needed yer iris more comfonable thon o 
conventional mattress. A Full Worranty is Included. 
CLOUD NINE — incredibly light. incredibly tough (20 
mil, Poly Vinyl Chicride). It cleans easy with зоор 
and water—the color does not wash cur. An excit 
ing new wey te sleep. relox ond love. Try one for 2 
weeks - no obligotion. 


Plecse send me ihe following CLOUD NINE sflorable beds) 
If cor fuly sorsfed 1 con rerum it within 2 weeks for on imme: 
diate геме. 
Twin Size 559.05 [) Fullsize $60.05 
О Queen Size (а $79.95 [ King Size (a 599.95 
Colar Choice:| | Med |) Avoca 
[| Check or. О EndosedCIL res. odd 5^; soles rox) 
Amesconspress | Donkarmenicard 
моме Charge ` DnersClub | Cone Blonche 
(Aad $3.98 or shipping and insurance) 


charge cord» — 


Master Charge Bonk + igs) Exp. Don 


Мей es 
Addes 


сь Sore 
LI 
Signature 
Contemporary | Marketing. Inc. 
БОТА Country Club Di.. Berserwite. Ml 60106 
Сото! ree- 600.322.2408 Wines coll 342.505.0467 m 
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How to talk tobacco fluently. 


Tobacco has a language all its own. In many way: 


's similar to the language of wine. Words like "body," 


“blending” and "aging" are common to both. The better you know the language of tobacco, the more you can enjoy it. 
So we of Amphora have compiled a glossary of terms to help you talk the language of pipe tobacco fluently. 


Aging: 1) The process of fermenting, or “sweating,” of 
leaf tobacco; 2) storing tobacco in casks for a year or 
longer to allow the tobacco to mellow. 

Blending: The art of combining various types of tobaccos 
to provide a prescribed balance of taste, aroma, body, 
mildness and flavor. 

Body: A means of describing the amount of effect a type 
of tobacco has on the palate of the smoker. A good 
tobacco must have body, whether it be strong, medium 
or light. 

Burley: A slow burning, full bodied, air-cured tobacco 
that helps to add smoothness to a tobacco blend. Bur- 
ley is grown in Kentucky, Tennessee, Malawi, Mexico, 
Brazil and Italy. 

Cavendish: The unique process that uses time, tempera- 
ture and pressure to provide a milder, more flavorful 
smoke. (e.g., Amphora) 

Cu The method by which moisture is extracted from 
recently-harvested leaves. Each tobacco is particularly 
suited to one best method of curing, be it sun, air, 
flue, or fire, depending on the individual tobacco 
strain. 

Dottle: Often erroncously confused with “heel,” dottle 
is the unconsumed tobacco that occasionally remains 
caked in the bowl of a pipe. 

Fermentation: The aging process that removes the chemi- 
cal factors which contribute to “bite” and unpleasant 
tastes in tobaccos, but which allows the desirable char- 
acteristics of each tobacco 
to develop. 

Hogshead: A large wooden 
cask in which tobacco is sold 
and stored in warehouses 
for the purpose of natural aging. 

Oriental Tobaccos: Slightly spicy taste and 
hardy aroma. The tobaccos are grown in areas 
surrounding Mediterranean, Black and Aegean Seas. 

Perique: A tobacco grown only in St. James Parish of 
Louisiana, Prized beause of its smooth unique taste. 
Unfortunately, not much Perique is grown each year. 


NOW SOME PIPE WORDS. 


Bent: A pipe with a pronounced curve in the stem and with 
the shank rising at an acute angle from the rounded 
bowl. 

Briar: The burl part of the white heather 
in and around the Mediterranean are: 
wood from which briar pipes are made. 

Calabash: Carved from a large gourd, with meerschaum 
or clay bowl added, Calabash pipes are light in weight 
and are noted for their extremely graceful form. 

Calumet: The original peace pipe of the Amcrican Plains 
Indians. Bowls were usually made of clay. The wooden 
stems Were often decorated with feathers and beads. 

Churchwarden: A truly proud name in pipes, the long- 
stemmed Churchwarden traces its ancestry to the long, 
clay pipes popular in England during the 1600's. 

Ferrule: The band around a pipe shank primarily to main- 
tain structural support. 


ant root grown 
1 is the porous 


Freehand: Briar pipes that are designed and hand shaped 
by master pipe craftsmen. Usually carved from 
the best briar, no two freehand pipes 
are identical 
Heel: The interior base of a pipe bowl. 
Occasionally, "heel" is incorrectly used 
to describe dottle in a pipe. 
Meerschaum: A German word 
meaning "sea foam." A soft, 
porous material derived from 
sca fossils. Used for making 
beautiful, often hand carved pipes. 
Meerschaum usually found in Turkey and Tanzania. 
Shank: That portion of the pipe that connects the bowl 
and the stem. More often than not, the pipe head com- 
prises the bowl and shank as one piece. 
Straight Grain: The root grains run vertically along the 
bowl of pipe. A very desirable and rare briar pipe. 
Stummel: A German word that defines the bowl and shank 
of a wooden pipe. In French, the term is "ebauchon." 
Wellington: The name of a pipe with a round bowl and a 
curved, diamond-shaped stem. 


YOU CAN IMPROVE 
YOUR TOBACCO VOCABULARY 
BY SMOKING, NOT READING. 


You can't learn 
thetrue meaning of 
tobacco from a 
vocabulary list. 


Handcrafted pipe 
by Nording of Denmark. 


That's just putting \ 
words in your mouth. 
To really become conversant with pipe tobacco you have 
to smoke it. And when you smoke a pipeful of Amphora, 
you come to understand what “character,” “aroma” and 
“body” really mean. Apparently millions of people al- 
ready do. Because they have made Amphora what it is 
today. The largest selling Cavendish pipe tobacco in 
the world. 


Send for our 

FREE Brochure 

Our new brochure, “A Man and His 
Pipe," is packed full of informati 
designed to increase your pipe smoking 
pleasure. If you would like a free copy, 
or if you have any specific questions 
on pipes and pipe tobacco, drop a 

note to the President, Douwe Egberts, 
Inc., Bldg. E, 8943 Fullbright Ave., 
Chatsworth, Ca. 91311. 


THE PLAYBOY ADVISOR 


ve talked several of my ladyfriends into 
posing for nude photographs and I 
would like some hints. My roommate says 
that he remembers. тс; somewhere. 
that PLAYBOY has an ironclad rule—that 
no one may touch a model's breasts foi 
hours prior to a shooting. Is ther 
son for this practice?—G. M., Phoenix, 
Arizona. 

If we did ask that, we're sure we'd have 
a reason for doing so, bul we don't, so we 
can't say. We do have one unclad rule: 
We ask that models arrive at our studio 
at least an hour before a shooting begins 
and remove their underwear. Then we 
sit around and watch the marks left by 
the elastic fade. (Actually, the girls wear 
robes until the shooting begins, but it is 
something to think about.) 


Oc of my close friends is on doctor's 
orders to forgo alcohol for the next few 
months. He can't use many everyday 
products that most people tke for grant- 
ed—auch h, cough remedies, 


з mouthwa 
Sterno, et al. I enjoy cooking for him and 
I wonder about making dishes such as 
1 Bourguignon—which is simmered 
slowly with lots of wine. 1 have been told 
that most of the alcohol burns off during 
tion. Is this true? Also, can J serve 


prepa 
café diable—a beverage made with 
flambéed Cointreau or brandy? Are such 


drinks alcoholic after the flames sub- 
side?—Miss J. M., San Antonio, Texas. 

Alcohol has а very low boiling point; 
when a dish is simmered at 250 degrees 
for several hours, the wine's alcoholic con- 
tent will evaporate and only its flavor 
will remain. (If he asks for another serv- 
ing straight up, you may be in trouble.) 
When a liqueur is Jlambéed, it velains its 
alcoholic punch—the brew usually stops 
burning when it reaches about 60 proof. 
(Which is why you never hear of a beer 
flambé.) That's 100 much firewaler for 
your friend. 


Never mind the joke 
1 enough. Did you know that in 
they put the clocks in the s 
walks under cl lastic manhole cor 
because everyone is too bummed out to 
look up at towers? Really. But to get to 
the point: What is a flying Philadelphia 
fuck? The phrase has become part of 
my vocabulary in the past year, but I 
don't know for sure what it refers to. C; 
ghten me?—D. O., 
Pennsylvani: 

Actually, it’s a form of fellatio—a par- 
ticularly gymnastic variety that's billed as 
the ultimate sexual experience, probably 


you e 


because it makes such a good story if you 
live to tell about it. The recipe includes 
а curtain rod or chinning bar, a rocking 
chair and a cooperative young miss (or 
whatever—Philadelphia is the City of 
Brotherly Love). Robert А. Wilson, au- 
thor of “Playboy's Book of Forbidden 
Words,” describes the subsequent action: 
“The woman sits on the rocking chair, 
while the man, nude, stands upon tts 
arms, holding on to the curtain rod with 
both hands. She fellates him by rocking 
herself back and forth and, at the crucial 
moment, he lifts his Jeet off the arms of 
the chair and hangs from the rod. Al- 
legedly, because every muscle in his body 
is under maximum tension, his orgasmic 
spasms will be magnified most salubrious- 
1.” Try it and you'll qualify for a Pres- 
idential Fitness Award. Now you may 
well ask what Philadelphia has to do with 
it—but not this month. 


How can I cll и my sterco is 
phase"? 1 know that phasing is supposed 
to be important, but I'm not even sure 
wh n a friend's expla 
tion that. positive w ist be connect- 
ed to positive E minals and negatives to 
negatives.— I. M., Roanoke, Vir 
Basically, pra "friend's right. A stereo 
should be hooked up so that the elec- 
tronic signal goes in one wire and out 
the other, An improper setup can cause 
a slight delay between speakers—and if 
your woofers don't travel io the beat of 
the same drummer, the sound will be 
muddled. Trouble usually oviginates in 
one of two places—the speakers or the 
cartridge. To test the speaker phasing, 
simply face the speakers toward cach 
other at a close distance. Turn the ampli- 
fier to the mono mode and, at moderate 
volume, play a record with a heavy buss 
line, If the music sounds clotted, the 
speakers are not synchronized. Reverse 
the leads to one speaker, Then, to test 
the cartridge phasing, рш on a record, 
then switch the amplifier [rom stereo to 
mono and back. If the mono mode pro- 
duces less sound, or if the bass is lacking, 
two of the phono-cartridge pins may be 
reversed. Check the setup instructions to 
that someone hasn't interchanged 
positive and negative leads on one chan- 
nel. And don't worry; it's just a. phase. 


t it is—other th 


os n 


see 


Keating rough а box of paperback 
books at a flea market, 1 found a copy of 
Robert Chartham’s Sensuous Couple. Dr 
Chartham (he has a Ph.D. in so 
ence) tells a woman to examine the angle 
of her lover's erect penis while he is 


Allmy men 
wear English 
Leather. 


Or they wear 
nothilid at all. 


An opinionated statement? 
Sure. I'm an opinionated woman. 
I know what | like. Especially when 
it comes to men. And the ones 
| like wear English Leather”. 
It smells so clean and natural. 
So all my men wear English Leather 

..or they wear nothing at all. 


4 OZ. AFTER SHAVE $3.00, COLOGNE $4.00 
MEM COMPANY, INC., Northvale, N.J. 07647 ©1974 
Ayailable in Canada 
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standing. He claims that the nearer the 
ip of the penis to the belly, the longer the 
man will last. Imagine my surprise. When 
crect, my penis stands at an angle of 
about ten degrees below horizontal. Гуе 
never had any complaints, but now I'm 
concerned. Is what he says truci—E. C. 
South Bend, Ind 
A social scientist is a man who knows 
an informed source when he reads the 
handwriting on the bathroom wall. In 
this case, Chartham seems to have taken 
for gospel truth the graduate school graj- 
fui: “The angle of the dangle is inversely 
proportional 10 the heat of the meat 
and the square of the hair” Amusing, 
bul misguiding. Endurance is essentially 
psychological—a protractor, ruler or egg 
timer can't guayantee satisfaction. So 
don't worry about measuring ир. The 
erect penis can be as flexible as one of 
those ball-and-socket antennas that you 
adjust to improve reception. Even if it 
points straight down, il will provide 
pleasure, especially if your partner is a 
midget who can stand on her head. 


Having read Going Down in Valdeez. 
by Harry Crews (Pravsov. February), I 
am ready to pull up stakes and he: 
for Alaska. I've heard that 
make up to 5500 а w 
the oi 
around here, w 
to form, Any information?—D, J. М. 
Mystic. Connecticut. 

Buddy, can you spare a pipeline? The 
Alaska Department of Labor warns 
against making the long trek north with- 
oul a firm commitment for a job. The 
state traditionally has the highest unem- 
ployment vate in the nation, Even. if 
you're a whiz al ice fishing, the cost of 
living is a bear. It is recommended that 
those arriving to scout for jobs have at 
least a four month cash reserve 10 tide 
them over until they find work. (If you 
have that much, what are you doing look- 
ing for another job?) For details, write to 
Alaska Stale Employment Center, 521 
West Sixth Avenue, Anchorage, Alaska 
99501, or the Alyeska Pipeline Service 
Company, 815 K Street, Anchorage, Alas- 
ka 99501. And don't forget your long 
johns 


Ё enjoy spanking women. However. I am 
inhibited about trying to find partners. 
Т don't know how or where 10 st 
have spanked several women aft 
ventional relationships have been 
hed. 1 know that they did not enjoy 
going along with me and. for that reason, 
own pleasure was diminished. I would 
prefer to find women who genuinely love 
to be spanked or who are willing to es- 
periment with spanking as a form of fore- 
comfortable 
1 experiment 


ng for the br 


ny degree, What should I do?—S. H., 
sdale, New York. 

Ever play “What's My Line?"? In one 
sense, your problem is no more or no less 
complicated than finding a fantastic back- 
gammon player who happens to be a 
woman. (Care to arrange a trade?) You 
know exactly what you want and you 
don’t want to spend time on anything 
else. To avoid pseudomasochists, you'll 
have to come out of the cloakroom and 
announce your special interest. Н always 
helps to provide clues and cues to bring 
the conversalion around—perhaps you 
could wear a lapel pin emblazoned with 
a scarlet handprint. (1f an obvious straight 
inquires about the pin's meaning, you can 
tell her that it is the symbol of а secret 
order oj school-crossing guards.) Personal 
ads in Screw or The New York Review 
of Books are also a means to an end. 
Think kink. 


A fer 16 months, my m 
come a nightmare. 1 love my husband 
and he loves me, but he says he prefers 
arri; ing style." He encourages 
me to go out with other men and to 
sleep with whomever I want, He demands 
that he do the same, with no questions 
sked except "Did you have a good 
time?" H s for me and wants 
me to have his children. His whole con- 
cept of ge sickens me, but I would 
do anything for his love. Do you think he 
Mrs. С. J., Detroit. Michigan. 
He's right only if you think he's right 
1] you don't, and you want another kind 
of marriage, й may be necessary to find 
another kind of mariage partner. His 
encouraging you lo ball other guys— 
when he knows that it's contrary (o your 
lifestyle and offensive to you—could be 
a cheap coverup for the guilt he feels at 
balling other women. Tell him if he's 
got to do it, you'd rather he 
without your knowledge and that you 
prefer nol to be an accomplice in his 
extramarital amours. 


№... is the differ 


nd nylon strings о 
started playing this spring with a second- 
hand racket that seemed to be strung 
w ire. It's ready for new strings 
and I'd like to get the best. Any sugges 
tion —D. B., Jackson Hole. Wyoming. 

Nylon is cheaper, more durable and 
тоте weatherproof than gut. Gul strings 
те susceptible to moisture and rough 
particles picked up from the court sur- 
face, but they ате also more resilient and 
give more control over the tennis ball. If 
you play indoors, or outdoors only when 
you cam get a lan, we recommend. the 
latter, Also, don’t be арай to ask for a 
fairly thick-gauge gut string; pro shops 
tend to hard-sell a thin tournament-gauge 
gut (“the kind Jimmy Connors cats for 


age has be- 


did so 


breakfast"). The stuff is responsive, but it 
also wears out quickly, making for repeat 
business. One side light: Gut strings used 
to be made from sheep intestines. Many 
companies are now switching to cattle gut 
to meet the increased demand. Some ten- 
nis bums find fault with the new product, 
claiming you might as well string u racket 
with tripe. We've never heard of a sports- 
man who was satisfied with his equip- 
ment. If there isn't a difference (and there 
isn't), и doesn't hurt to make one ир. 


M, girin: 


nd switched from the pill to 
h-control. device. So 


heard 1 


at they can be dangerous and 
ve been recalled by 
the factory. How does an LU.D. work. 
and how would my girlfriend know 
whether or not | icular del is 
defecti - R., Chicago. Illinois. 

147.05 are based on a principle that 
originated with camel drivers. A preg- 
nant camel would slow the progress of a 
desert caravan; it was found that a date 
pit inserted into. the uterus of a camel 
seemed 10 prevent conception. (This may 
or may not have been the source of the 
phrases “dry humping” and “Moe gol a 
hot date lonight.") Actually, neither the 
dale pit nor the LUD. is а true contra 
ceplive: An egg can still be fertilized. 
However, internal organs tend to be sen 
sitive to foreign substances; the presence 
of an LUD. in the womb cause 
geroled uterine motility; the egg cannot 
adhere to the uterine wall and eventually 
is expelled. In some cases, the body will 
try to reject the LU.D.; the uterine wall 
may be punctured, an infection may re- 
sult, ete. Last year, the A. H. Robins 
Company indefinitely suspended sale and 
distribution of one 1.U.D.—the. Datkon 
Shield. The process was similar to a 
Detroit recall. The company informed 
doctors who had used its product of the 
various problems that had come to its 
attention, Doctors then used their own 
discretion in passing the information on 
10 patients (any woman using an LUD. 
should consult her gynecologist regular 
ly) No doubt you've heard the story 
about the woman who made an appoint 
ment to exchange her Shield on the same 
day her Buick was going into the shop lo 
have its brake assembly replaced. She 
got the two confused. . . . 


an exag 


AML reasonable questions—from fash- 
ion, food and drink, stereo and sports curs 
to dating dilemmas, taste and etiquette 
will be personally answered if the writer, 
includes a stamped, self-addressed en- 
velope. Send all letters to The Playboy 
Advisor, Playboy Building, 919 N. Michi- 
gan Avenue, Chicago, Hlinois 60611. The 
most provocative, pertinent queries will 
be presented on these pages each month. 


CHANEL 
! FOR MEN 


/ 


COLOGNE 


8 FL. OZS. 


THE MARK OFA MAN. 


Chanel For Men Cologne 7.00 and 10.00, Spray Cologne 10.00, After Shave 6.00 and 9.00, After Shave Balm 7.50 


How many reasons do you need 
to cut out blades? 


Think we're exaggerating? We're not. In a recent test, 39% of the men 
tested nicked or cut themselves at least once with a new blade. Some of them 
more than once. 

Think about it. How many times have you nicked or cut yourself 
since you started shaving? How many reasons does a man need to 
switch to a Norelco VIP" Tripleheader? 

The VIP gives you a shave as close as you want, without a cut 
or a nick. Three super-thin floating heads press the skin down 
around each whisker, so 18 surgical steel rotary blades can slice 
them off below skin level... without slicing you up. And Й 
9 closeness-comfort settings adjust to your beard and skin 
texture. The result? A shave so close, so comfortable, 
Norelco dares to match shaves with a blade. Without blood. 


The Aore/co VIP. 
Dares to match shaves with a blade. Without blood. 


© 1975 North American Philips Corporation, 100 East 42nd Street, New York, N.Y. 10017. 


THE PLAYBOY FORUM 


an interchange of ideas between reader and editor 
on subjects raised by “the playboy philosophy" 


CONTRACEPTIVE CURRENCY 
After reading the item in the March 
Forum Newsfront on contraceptives be- 
ing used as money im Thailand, I im- 
1 the following scene: A man steps 
nd asks for a ticket to Bang- 
three rubbers,” says the 
the man stammers, 
“this lady was waiting at the bus stop, 
100, and—well, now I'm busted.” 
Jytte Boulden 
Manassas Park, Virginia 


GETTING AFTER IT 
My parents taught me that it was 
wrong to have sex with a man unless you 
intended to marry him, Twice during 
my teens, I fell in love with a man, made 
plans to marry him and went to bed with 
ularly. I was really too immature 
to think about marriage, but the need 
e sex drove me to make 


after I met the man I 
I moved in with him. 
her for more than. three 


We lived tog. 
years belore the wedding. We were ter- 


ribly passionate and screwed like mad all 
the time. 1 used to wait for him 
evening naked 


1 thc bed with my 
e du 


up. so hing he'd see when he 
came home from work would be my 
pussy. After three years of ma 
broke up because he wanted to I 
and 1 wanted to wait till I was older, I 
a sad si er more than six 
s of steady sex. My mother was sym- 
pathetic but didn't want me to date 
until ihe divorce w . I took my 
problem to our minister, who, of course, 
told me the same thing. 1 believed them, 
even though 1 felt that without a man in 
my bed D was i y. 1 held out 
for four months and tried to get relief 


was 


afterward. Finally, I asked a girlfriend 
at work to get me a date, I practically 
raped the guy. 1 asked him to take me 
home early and 1 had his pants unzipped 
in the elevator. 

I found 1 quickly forgot my scruples 
once | was getting laid regularly. 1 
think that because of the tight moral 
code with which 1 was brought up. 1 

have been too posesive with the 
men in my life. Perhaps that’s why I lost 
them. Now that I have learned to enjoy 
sex for its own sake, I've decided that 
when J marry again, there won't be any 


pretense that we won't make it with 
others occasionally. 

Regular and frequent fucking is not 
the key to happiness; it didn't keep 
two affairs and my marriage from Dr 
ing up. Nor is it solving any of my other 
problems now, But its a terribly im 
portant. part of my life. Without sex, it 
wouldn't be a life at all. 
ne withheld by request) 
Richmond, Virginia 


AFFECTIONATE BONDAGE 


Thanks to the American Association 
e Advancement of Science, all mo- 
s can come out of th closets. 


dency “toward reducing ses 
е conduct . . . is about to end 
Euioni told the association's 
ionate bond. 
ingful rela- 
thing, other 


to 


tionships” are the comin 
researchers reported. Not being a swing- 
er, 1 was rel Alter all, who wants 
to hear that everyone else is fuel 
their brains out when the highlight of 
your week is All in the Family? 

Still, 1 wonder why there is still such 
an overpowering need to deny nature. 
It's like the first time I heard somcoi 
say that the size of one's member didn 
matter, “They're al e with an егес 
tion,” one military-minded textbook put 
ve as saying all broads 
way. Anyw: 


ved. 


what does i 

My old fri ed to get oll 
molesting Teddy bears, As for myself, il 
1 had irrefutable evidence that Faye 
Dunaway was once Heinrich Himmler's 
secre as personally responsible 
for the "I think 1 could 
still force myself into a little affection- 
ate bonding for at least one night, may 


nother 
My moth 


tionships. is 
s enjoyed on 


w 
heir relationship was so 
sill hum Му Yiddishe 
Momme every time 1 pass а cop. 

Last night, it all came together. There 
were two couples in my hangout. One 
was married and playing backgammon 
ble, die other had. just met at the 
ou played that wrong. sweetie,” 
га 
tell you to go fuck yourself, except I 
don't know where you'd borrow a prick 
this time of night.” The couple at the 


like 
meaningful 1 


bar. 


the 


Ii youwanta 


better smoke, 
buy a better pipe 


We've spent more than 120 years per- 
fecting our pipes. So, no matter how 
much or how little you spend, you're 
getting or giving more pipe for your 
money. 


MILDER: 
KAYWOODIE 


The world's finest 

hand-selected brior. 

Hond-shoped, 

hond worked to look as 

goods they smoke. 
Drinkless fitment condenses moisture, 
traps tor. $8.95 to $100. 


SWEETER: 


YELLO-BOLE 
No breoking-in. Real honey- 
caked bowls give you a mild, flavorful 
smoke. If not completely satisfied, 

return pipe with soles slip and well refund 
your purchose price. $2.95 to $8.95 


Change the filter ond your pipe is. 
clean. Replaceable Medico filters trap 
juices, tars, nicotine. Nylon bit guor- 
onteed bile-proof. Pipes: $2.95 to 
$40.00. Filters: regular, charcoal 10 
for 20€. Rum, 25¢. 


KAY WOODIE/ 


YELLO-BOLE/MEDICO 


We give you 
more pipe for your money. 
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bar didn't hear the mai 
were too busy soul Kissing. 

The psychologi 
ate bonding and meaningful relati 
ships are the wave of the future. Which 
means we're right back where we start- 
ed from—watching the Late Show 
affectionate bondage. Meantime, animal- 
like conduct is about as played out a 
bingo. 


1 pair. They 


Dave Goldman 
New York, New York 


CREEPING BACHELORHOOD 
As if a deteriorating economy and 
homemade nuclear bombs aren't enough 
to worry about, George F. Gilder is now 
g us that. freedom may be hazard- 
ous to our health. Augmenting the gloom 
and doom forecasts of his first book, Se: 
nal Suicide (which you rebutted nicely 
in the May 1974 Playboy Forum), Gilder 
gues in his new book, Naked Nomads, 
that monogamy is absolutely essential to 
our survival, and people who refuse to 
тату 
ber опе. 


So violence and crime join with 
"madness," mental illness, mild neu- 
rosis, depression, addiction, venereal 
disease, chronic disability, psychi 
iic treatment, loncliness, insomr 
institutionalization, poverty, 
crimination.” unemploymen 
nightmares as part of the spe 
culture of single men in. America. 
The climax of the grim story, how- 


ever, is death. It is not surprising 
that the single-male mortality. rate, 


also, is the highest of all. 


In other words, if bachelorhood doesn't 
send you to the madhouse or the poor 
house, it is sure to send you to your 

rave. The only relatively cheerful para 
ph in the whole book reads as follows: 


There are millions of single men, 
unconnected to any promising real- 
ity. dissipating their lives by the 
years, moving from job to job, wom- 
an to woman, illusion to embitter- 
ment. Yet they are not hopeless. 


"That small measure of reassurance, 


however, is only for those who relent and 
enter Gilders  cage—monogamy—and 
seule down; recalcitrant bachelors are 
lost. And of course, women’s liberation 
and praveov, as the chief threats to mo- 
nogamy, are still the villains in Gilder's 
script. 


Louis Fisher 
New Orle , Louisiana 
Gilders books are great for bachelors 
who want to feel tragically romantic and 
personally doomed, as the A pril “Playboy 
Advisor” observes. Gilder's reasoning is of 
the same sort that gave us the national po- 
tato menace: It’s been estimated that 87 
percent of all murderers and rapists con- 
sumed potatoes within 24 hours before 
commiling their crimes. In his next 


FORUM NEWSFRONT 


a survey of events related to issues raised by “the playboy philosophy" 


KEEP ON TRUCKIN* 


HARRISBURG, PENNSYLYANIA—A woman 
toll collector temporarily lost her job for 
allegedly making late-night love to a 
truck driver 


in her toll booth on the 


Pennsylvania Turnpike. Identified in 
court proceedings only as “Ms. X," she 
as later reinstated, but the state court 
refused to award her back pay. 


RAID VICTIMS LOSE 

SILVER SPRINGS, MARYLAND—Kenyon F. 
Ballew, a gun collector who was shot and 
permanently disabled by Treasury agents 
during a raid on his home (се years 
ago, has lost his $5,000,000 damage suit 
against the Federal Government. The 
suit claimed that ihe agents were dressed 
like thugs, that they failed to identify 
themselves as officers and that they were 
acting on unverified and false informa- 
tion from an unreliable informant. A 
U.S. district judge ruled, however, that 
Ballew and his wife acted “imprudently” 
when they tried to defend themselves 
against the invaders. Ballew was shot in 
the head when agents broke through the 
door to his apartment and saw him hold- 
ing an antique cap-and-ball revolv 

A Collinsville, Illinois, family that 
sued Federal narcotics agents [or damages 
resulting from a destructive raid on the 
wrong house lost in court and now faces 
а $3,950,000 slander suit brought by the 
agents, who were temporarily suspended 
from duty. 


UNREPORTED INCEST 
ciicaGo—Incest is far more common 
than generally believed and is a much 
neglecied problem, according to a New 
York physician who interviewed 115 
young women under treatment for drug 
abuse or delinquent behavior. Dr. Judi- 
anne Densen-Gerber told a Chicago 
meeting of the American Academy of 
Forensic Science that 43 percent of the 
girls questioned reported some kind of 


incestuous experience, which she de. 
scribed as a “horrendous type of child 
abuse that is going unrecognized, unre- 
ported and untreated.” In most cases, the 
child was under 13 at the time, the most 
common age was nine, and the offenders 
included natural fathers, stepfathers. 
uncles, common-law husbands and grand- 
fathers, who in almost all cases were 
drunk. Moreover, the incest frequently 
occurred with the mother’s knowledge 
and acquiescence, and was almost never 
reported to the authorities. 


ORAL V. D. 

LADELYHIA—A_ team at Philadel- 
phia’s Medical College of Pennsylvania 
screened 723 pregnant women for vene- 
real disease and discovered that among 
those with gonorrhea, 38.7 percent were 
infected in the throat, The doctors те 
port that most of these women “uche- 
mently denied” ever practicing 
intercourse 


oral 


WOMEN'S LIB MARCHES О 

SATELLITE BEACH, FLORIDA—The city 
manager of Satellite Beach struck a blow 
for feminism by approving a water-de part- 
ment requisition for a “personhole cover.” 
The requisition came from a woman 
clerk, and the manager accepted the new 
terminology “as part of our women’s lib 
program.” 


ENFORCING WOMEN'S RIGHTS 
MOGADISHU, SOMALIA—Ten men have 
been sentenced to death by firing squad 
for opposing a new law giving women 
equal rights with mcn. According to the 


Somalian government, the men were con- 
victed of subverting state authority and 
creating national disunity by spreading 
propaganda against the country's new 
equaLrights law during religious с 


monies in mosques. 


THE ABORTION ISSUE 

RONN— West Germany's. highest court 
has ruled unconstitutional a law allow- 
ing abortions on request during the first 
three months of pregnancy. In a contro- 
versial six-to-two decision, the court held 
that а fetus has a “right to life" but that 
abortions still can be performed in cases 
of rape or of danger to the mothers 
health, and when there is a prospect that 


the child may be born deformed, or when 
birth would cause “grave hardship.” The 
West German government, which advo- 
cated the liberalized abortion law, is ex- 
pected to introduce new legislation giving 
the cours “grave hardship" principle 
the widest possible legal interpretation. 

Elsewhere: 

- Halys highest court has modified 
that country's strict anti-aborlion law, 
drawing sharp criticism from the Vatican. 
The court held that pregnancy can be 
legally terminated to protect the mental 
or physical health of the mother. The 
Vatican denounced the ruling as con- 
trary to Christian principles and Church 
doctrine, but the decision is expected to 
speed consideration in parliament of vari- 
ous bills to liberalize the strict laws 
against abortion passed. during Italy's 
fascist era. 

+ The first U.S. nationwide abortion 
survey estimates (hat more than 900,000 
legal abortions were performed їп this 
country in 1974—about a 53 percent in- 
crease since 1972, the year before the 
Supreme Court overturned the country’s 
remaining anti-abortion laws. 

+ According to a study by three New 
York City health-department officials, 
Government welfare and health costs 
would skyrocket if the national Medicaid 
program is required lo stop financing 
abortions for the роот. The siudy con- 
trasts the cost of the average abortion in 
New Yor) 264—with the $4700 it 
costs the Government to help a woman 
give birth to and care for a child jor the 
first year. 

+ Boston doctor Kenneth C. Edelin is 
appealing his manslaughter conviction in 
the death of a fetus following a legal 
abortion that he performed. The case 
may reach the Supreme Court, since it 
calls for a decision that further defines 
the rights and responsibilities of phy- 
sicians and hospitals in performing 
abortions. 


MORNING-AFTER PILL 

WASHINGTON, The controversial 
morningajter birth-control pill has been 
formally approved by the Food and Drug 
Administration, but doctors will be ad- 
vised to prescribe й only in emergency 
situations, such as rape. The drug DES, 
diethylstilbestrol, taken for five days fol- 
lowing intercourse, has been found elfec- 
tive in preventing pregnancy, but experts 
warn against its routine use as а contra- 
ceptive, because it is suspected of sub- 
stantially increasing the risk of some 
hinds of cancer. 


POT PRIZE 

ANN ARBOR, MICIIGAN—A pound of 
“high-grade Colombian smoking mari- 
juana” was the prize offered in a drawing 
sponsored by the Ann Arbor Sun, an 
underground newspaper serving the Uni- 
versity of Michigan community. The 


drawing was held after a judge found 
legal flaws in the county prosecutors 
suit to slop the giveaway; the winner's 
name was pulled from a gunny sack con- 
taining 1500 entries, but not read aloud. 
The paper said it would arrange for se- 
cret delivery of the prize. 


DEATH FROM OVERDOSE 

FORT WALION BEACH. FLORIDA—T wo 
men died of alcohol poisoning after an 
hour-long drinking contest to see who 
could put ашау the most booze. The con- 
test was held at a local tavern, where the 
two were longtime customers aud friends, 
and cach consumed more than a quart 
of gin. 


HIPPIE HEALTH HAZARD 

ARLINGTON, TEXAS—The wearing of flea 
collars by humans is dangerous, a Texas 
health official warns, because people 
don't have furry necks and the collars’ 


insecticide, which can be harmful to hu- 
mans, can be absorbed through the skin. 
The chairman of the Texas Structural 
Pest Control Board said the practice is 
most prevalent among "hippie. types— 
those with long hair and beards.” 


WHAT SM 

WASHINGTON, D.C—The Federal Com- 
munications Commission says il will ask 
Congress for stronger and more explicit 
laws to combat obscenity on television. 
According 10 the FCC, current laws per- 
taming to indecency on radio are too 
vague to effectively prohibit televised 
smut. 


MADNESS OF THE MONTH 

CONCORD, NEW WAMPSHIRE—Governor 
Meldrim Thomson has rejected a $3500 
Federal grant that would have helped 
finance poetry readings in New Hamp- 
shire. The governor explained that there 
ave no safeguards against the possibility 
of the poems’ being obscene. Last year, 
Thomson rejected a Federal grant for the 
slate art commission's magazine because 
it published a poem titled "Castrating 
the Cat.” 


book, George will probably advise us all 
10 dress like him and eat his favorite 
breakfast cereal under threat of hell, her- 
nia or senile sexual dementia. 


THOSE ABOUT TO DIE 

my ten years on death row in 
Chicagos Cook County Jail, courts set 
13 exccution dates. On three oc 
I didn't know that 1 had received 
1 well after the scheduled time for 
my death. Once, a week after they were 
due to kill me, 1 read in the paper that 
a derk of the cout had misplaced my 
stay order, pu nto his desk drawer 
instead of sending it over to the jail. 
Luckily for me, he warden phoned the 
judge when the order didn't arrive on 
time. No one told me and I waited all 
night for them to come for me. At dawn, 
1 got tired of waiting. I went to bed and 
slept for three days. 

In the fall of 1973, I was out of prison 
on a fourday furlough and 1 phoned 
Jack Johnson, the former warden whose 
e judge had saved my life. By 


ner. I paid for 
I told him, it made 
supposed last meal he'd served 
nd I enjoyed our steak at the 
lay Inn far more than the one I had 
aten alone on death row that night. We 
gered over our meal like a couple of 
buddies ren ng about the war, 
the lighter moments and never 


high drama ar high volt- 
age). 1 expect this was the fist time a 
former condemned man sat with his po- 

1 executioner and shared a pleasant 


mple act of dying 
is involved death sentence. There 
are the long years of wa for the 
switch thrown and the pressure on 


s stretched till it beg 


its elasticity and no longer can snap back 
to normal. Black-robed men that the con- 
demned never sees hold his lile in their 
hands while they quibble about points 
of Iaw. 

While our system of justice has exe 
ented no one since 1967, condemned 
prisoners are now stacked up like cord 
wood as proponents of the death pen- 
alty wave their spears and dance around 
the fire. Politicians try to keep the dance 
going, devising new kinds of death 
penalty laws. Try, if you c 
the feelings of those awai 
thanks to PLavioy for 
fight against capital punishment. 

Bill Withers; 
Joliet, Min. 

The U.S. Supreme Court's 1968 de- 
cision lo reverse Witherspoon’s death 
sentence because opponents of capital 
punishment were excluded [rom his jury 
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Nobody's m making satin sheets for п years. 
Except us! The secret? We know what we're doing. 
We use only the softest acetate satin, 225 x 78 
thread count. (Some people don't!) Our sheets are 
completely MACHINE WASHABLE. And we offer 12 
colors for regular or round beds! NEW Hot Pink, 
Tangerine, Gold, Red, Black, Bronze, Blue, Silver, 
Pink, White, Mint or Orchid. Isn't it time you came 
of age with satiu? 

SHEET SETS (2 straight sheets, 2 cases) 
Double Set $23.98 Queen Set $27.95 
Twin Set 22.98 King Set 32.50 
Round 84” Set 48.50 Rund. 96" Set 54.95 


З letter monogram on 2 cases—$2.50 
For fitted bottom sheet, add $2.00 to double 
$3.00 to king price 


Send check or т 0. 50% de 


SCINTILLA,” INC. Chicago, 


Free 40-Page Color Catalog of all Our 
‘Satin Fashions With Every Order! 


twin 
Round 


Now that you've grown 
amoustache... 
make it the greatest! 


MOUSTACHE 


A must for styling, 
grooming and 
controlling 


moustaches, side- VEGETAL 


burns and After Shave Lotion 
E Refreshing, Soothing. 
Tones the skin. 

Brisk masculine scent. 


SPECIAL OFFER: Pinaud 
Moustache Wax, plus FREE styling 
comb/brush, and introductory size 
of Lilac Vegetal tea Shave, 

Only $2.00 Postpaid. 


PINAUD s; Broadway, Now York, N. Y. 10010 
Please send. sels of Finaud Special 
Offer ot $2.00 per set. Ме C.O.D.'s 


Check shade(s): Chestnut [] Brown 
Neutral (White J Blonde[] Black 


Name 
Address 
City. 


was a major step toward the abolition of 
capital punishment in this country. 
Witherspoon, convicted in 1959 of killing 
a Chicago policeman, continues to serve 
а 50-0-100-ycar prison sentence. 


VICTORY OF THE FETUS PEOPLE 
We now have the thoroughly depress- 
g spectacle of a Boston jury trial in 
which a doctor was found guilty of 
slaughter, because a legal abortion r 
sulted in the death of a fetus. As a result 
of the legal precedent established in tha 
case, a hospital in Pennsylvania has al- 
ready announced that it will not perform 
abortions on women who are more tl 
three months’ pregnant unless their 
are in danger and Michigan right-todilers 
say they will attempt to take legal action 
against physicians who perlorm abortion 
in the sixth or seventh month of preg- 
y. A Boston hospital plans to k 
lifesaving equipment on hand du 
latesecond-trimester 


abor 


ding 
hundreds of dollars to the cost of the 


operation. These instances are probably 
just the beginning of a wave of restric 
tions on lat erm abortions. Who will 
be hurt? First of all, women whose fetuses 
have defects that can't be detected until 
late in the pregnancy. Second, wom 
who, through ignorance, fail to realize 
the need for an abortion until after the 
third month of pregnancy. 

Is there no depth to which antiabor- 
Чоп fanatics—in this case, the Boston. 
prosecutor and most of the jurors—will 
not stoop to impose their theological doc- 
nd personal superstitions иро 
others by means of law? Obviously, the 
rst Amendment—wh 
there be no established religion—isn't ex- 
plicit enough; relig 
force their beliefs on othe 
posed right-to-life amendment should be 
countered ficedom-hom-religion 
amendn nies all churches their 
tax-exempt status, requires them to reg- 
ister as political organizations and regu- 
lates their lobbying activities. 

Stephen Gould 
Boston, Massachusetts 


NIGHTINGALES SQUAWK 

We want to comment on the letters 
The Playboy Forum about nurses’ going 
the extra mile and getting a firm grip 
on the male patients’ problems. The skills 
described the re neither taught nor 
condoned in nu 

It is a fact that when men who have 
unsatisfactory sexual relationships are 
placed in isolated situations, they will 
tend to fantasize and distort actual hap- 
penings. This is demonstrated by the 
anonymous letter writer in the January 
Forum who was unable to respond appro- 
priately or even acknowledge the alleged 
behavior of the m 

We were disappointed that the Forum 
chose to glorify fantasies about the nu 
ing profession with its Florence Night- 
ingale Award. Nurses are portrayed as 


either of two extremes—frigid, strait 
laced old maids or sexual objects such as 
Hot Lips Houlihan on. M*4*S*H and 
the nurses described in Forum leners. In 
reality, the role of a professional nurse 
is that of promoting health and help 
the patient accept and deal with his or 
her feclings that атс brought about in 
the stress producing situation of hospi 
talization or 


For years, PLAYBOY has had the rep- 
uation of publishing articles that are 
timely, inform nd sophisticated. 


> see you relaxing your 
establishing the Florence 
sale Award. 
(Signed by 130 nursing students) 
Bethesda, Maryland 

We assure you that our standards for 
future Florence Nightingale Awards will 
be as rigid as we can manage. 


We are sorry 
standards. by 
Night 


HOSPITAL HAPPY HOUR 
In 1972, I was hospitalized for 
than three months in heavy traction 
after а serious auto accident. One moi 
ing while the nurse was g me. 
found myself with an erection. She 
looked me in the eye and told me not 
to be embarrassed, then she proceeded 
to masturbate me, explaining that she 
had solved problems like this m: 
before. After my cj 
inued my bath as 
d. 
Each morning after that, just antici- 
ating her advent ] would get an егес 
nd her handling of the problem 
me a daily ritual. She would greet me 
a cheery good morning, reach under 
the sheet and bring me to climax, then 
proceed with my bath. T 
on a daily basis until the day of my dis- 
ch rom the hospital We never 
discussed the masturbation after the first 
occasion and she always did it in a quiet. 
businesslike manner that almost made it 
seem part of the official hospital rou 
(Name withheld by request) 
Jacksonville, Florida 


iore 


ne. 


ORAL HYGIENE 

I've enjoyed the letters in The Playboy 
Forum on nurses who get intimare with 
thei ents. My own similar experi 
ence was not with a nurse but with an 
other kind of lady in white—an or 
hygienist. A few years ago, my dentist 
hired an attractive young redhead who 
wears а very short white dress on the job 
and has glorious legs. With each of my 
ts, we've gotten to know each other 
better; she certainly has an 
nowledge of the inside of my 
luck would have it, the last time 1 went 


over to her ministra 
tion (my sall 
probes of my mouth) got more sexy, and 
she seemed to be pressing her hip ag; 


ions, our convers; 
s being made between 
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me and stroking my face more often than 
was necessary. I felt myself getting turned 
on and it must have been showing, be- 
ause no sooner did she finish cleaning 
my tecth than she pressed a bution and 
the dentis’s chair lowered into a reclir 
ing position. Next thing I knew, my pants 
were open and the young lady was dem- 
onstrating that her expertise at oral hy- 
giene was matched by her enthusiasm for 
oral sex. One good head deserves an- 
other and, after 1 was delightfully satis- 
fied, it was her turn in the chair while 
1, with my impeccably sanitized mouth, 
was sampling her personal brand of 
dental floss and mouthwash. After it was 
all over, I felt great at both ends, Tin 


trying to figure a way to increase the 
frequency of those checkups to once 
every three months. Life is full of 


surprises 


(Name withheld by request) 
New York, New York 


THE NEW ORALITY 


the past three years, I have enjoyed fel- 
ating my steady boyfriend about twice a 
week and other casual dates whenever 
the occasion seems right. I like to stimu- 
lac my man's erect phallus with my 
mouth and tongue. but most of all I 
look forward to his orgasmic juice. The 
flavor of semen varies enormously, I've 
found. Some almost. turns me off, some 
1 can't get enough of. There is also а 
great variation in the quantity of semen. 
Some cjaculate a drop, others a veritable 
torrent 

Although the sexi «tivity I like best 
is cunnilingus, I also get a kick out of 
ordinary coitus and its many extraordi 
у ions. I have also given guys а 
hand job and licked off the semen after- 
ward, but the experience is interior to 
having a man climax in my mouth. Once. 
in а threesome, 1 licked semen from a 
girlfriend's vagina, and this was a real 
turn-on. 


(Name withheld by request) 
an Francisco, California 


THE LANGUAGE OF LOVE 
a Dillingham misrepresents the 
English language (The Playboy Forum, 
February), a medium that allows elegant 
expression of the most subtle ¢ 
in tlie most diverse subjects, se: 
Jr is not truc that “the most popular c 
pressions for intercourse are all tı 
tive verbs,” nor that they necesarily 
“convey the idea of a subject acting upon 
an object rather than two people experi 

cing something together." Fuck, screw 
and ball can be used both as transitive 
verbs (John was fucking Mary) or as 
transitives with plural subject (John and 
Mary were fucking), and the latter use 
refers precisely 10 two people expe 
encing something together. Note the in- 
ateness of intransitive fuck in 
ag an act in which there is only 


included. 


nsi: 


one active participant: John and Mary's 
corpse were fucking. The transitive use 

an perfectly well describe one person's 
role in a mutually enjoyable experience; 
witness the many pornographic novels in 
which someone cries out, “Fuck me fast- 
er!” (quite distinct in meaning from 
“Let's fuck faster"). Indeed, only the 
tran: possible when the 
to one person's 


ve ver 
sentence gets specific 
role in the act: “John was fucking M: 
up the ass” is normal English, but “John 
d Mary were fucking up the ass” is 
ot, The one word that is really objec- 
nable im the respects that trouble 
Dillingham is lay: it cannot be used in- 
transitively with plural subject (John and 
Mary were laying) nor can it even be 
used in describing one party's contribu- 
tion to the experience (Lay me in the 
left armpit; lay me faster). 
the vocabulary of the English language 
is so rich that avoiding that one verb 
presents no difficulty. 
James D. McCawley 
Professor of Linguist 
University of Chica 
Chicago, Illinoi: 


SIMPLE SOLUTION 
105 been said that you can't legislate 
morality and this principle is often cited 
to explain why it's virtually impossible to 
effectively combat drugs, pornography, 
prostitution, gambling or anything else 
thar people want. This isn't tue, how 
ever. We could stamp out just about 
everything [rom pot to porn through the 
simple expedient of authorizing our po- 
lice to use torture and to take hostages. 
I don't mean timidly or selectively, like 
in Russia ог Nazi Germany: 1 n 
solute. uncompromising policestate ter 
rorism. Even this won't eradicate all 
traces of contraband and private vice 
but it would certainly put the amateurs 
out of business and bring the problems 
under contol. A few people might raise 
the question here of costs versus benefits, 
but if we're going to be moralistically 
consistent, we must take the position that 
there сап be no halfway ures, no 
compromise with evil. 
E. Han 
Fort Worth, 


Texas 


DRUGS AND RACISM 

In 1973, 1 was arrested for allegedly 
selling LSD to an undercover agent. Dur- 
ing the trial, the only evidence against 
me was the agent's testimony and 
turned out that he was a civilian volun- 
teer who himself had a criminal record. 
Tt was simply his word against mine, but 
the jury believed him; I was convicted 
d sentenced to five years in prison. 
While free pending an appeal, 1 w 
rested again, this time for distribution 
of marijuana and possession with intent 
10 distribute marijuana. The state's only 
witness against me on the first charge 
was an inmate in the V penal sys- 
tem at the time of the trial. He testified 


5 


that he had purchased a small amount of 
ana from me and had turned it 
ate police investigators. He also 
admitted that he would go to any length 
10 gain release from prison—he had al- 
ready tied suicide twice— presumably 
luding giv 
me, which he did. The jury chose to 
nore his admission. Again, one man's 
word was accepted against mine: again. 
I was convicted, only this time my sen- 
tence was 90 years in prison and à 
$10,000 fine. 

The second charge, possession with 
intent to distribute marijuana, was based 
on the discovery of 78 grams of greenish- 
brown plant material outside а house 
that was occupied by me and seven other 
people. The substance could have be- 
longed to anyone in the house and, in 


g false testimony against 


substance I was charged with possessing. 
Nevertheless, I was convicted on that 
charge, too, and given the same sen- 
tence, to be served after I complete the 
first. That makes a total of $20,000 in 
fines and 40 years in prison—virtually a 
life sentence. 

Even if I were guilty, which I'm 
my sentences 


ot. 
r exceed the usual pun- 
ishment in this state for marijuana of- 
fenses. One man received. concurrent 
five-year sentences for convictions on two 
counts of marijuana distribution—from 
the same judge who sentenced me. An 
other got a total of ten years on thre 
different counts. Why have I been sin- 
gled out for special attention? 1 have no 
doubt that my troubles stem from the 
fact that I'm a black man and that 1 had 
the audacity to date white women (one 
of whom | married) in Wythe County. 
Virginia. 1 believe that the Wythe Coun- 
ty circuit court tried me not lor drug 
offenses but for daring to believe that 
v the same rights as anyone else. 
charges just happened to be 
the most conve get me out of 
the commu 
The Virgini; 
to hear my appeal. 1 тап out of funds to 
retain my lawyer and the deadline for 
U. S. Supreme Court appeal e 
Virginia governor refused to grant clem 
ency without the approval of the хел 
tencing judge and the prosecuting 
attorney. Since the judge had refused to 
grant any bond at all and the prosecutor 
had fought for an 80-year sentence, their 
approval of clemency seems unlikely. I 
have to serve ten years before I'm eve 
eligible for parole. It will take some kind 
of miracle to get 
justice 1 


POUND OF FLESH 
In September 1973, The Playboy Fo- 
rum published a lener about Martha 
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Nuvolari at LeMans. Goldie Gardner on the salt-flats. Ken Miles at Torrey Pines. 
For 50 years, more than any other car maker, MG has devoted its full 
resources to building carsthat are quick enough and strong enough and so 
precisely balanced that they can and do win races, year after year, all over the world. 
The reason for this is strong and simple, like MG itself. Racing improves the breed. 
In short... MGs perform, and so will you in a new MGB, Because you'll have 
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With a little help from a friend 
... you can host the perfect 
party... from an intimate get- 
together to a large convention. 
It's like being a guest at ycur 
own party! Whether business 
or pleasure, a little help from 
your Playboy Club can help 
you make a big impression. 
Call the friendly Catering 
Manager at any Playboy Club, 
Playboy Hotel or Playboy Club- 
Hotel today. Or write to Marilyn 
Smith, Vice-President, Director 
of Merchandising, Playboy 
Clubs International, Depart- 
ment 09324, Playboy Center, 
919 N. Michigan Avenue, Chi 
cago, Illinois 60611. 


little Бер 
fron a 
friend 


share 
with 
the 
one 
you 
love... 
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Tranquilli, a grandmother who faced a 
prison sentence for refusing to pay taxes 
to support the war in Southeast Asia. I 
thought the Forum's readers would want 
to know that the Government had its 
revenge on Mrs. Tranquilli and put her 
in Federal prison for over seven months. 
Now 64 years of age, she has been re- 
leased. We Americans owe much to Mrs. 
Tranquilli and people like her. It is 
because of them that future historians 
will be able to say this was not a totally 
evil country during the Vietnam yew 
hn Lewis 

Hartford, Сон 


SEX AT A LATER AGE 

The man who started his sex life w 
an older woman when he was 14 years 
old was quite lucky (The Playboy Forum, 
March). It took me until 1 was 
laid and then it was with a prostitute. 
suppose I could have registered with 
girl much sooner if ГА been willing ıo 
harder. But 1 belonged to that timid 
generation that preferred to get its or- 
gasms through petting rather than sexual 
ntercourse, both from fear of pregnancy 
and fear of involvement. Throughout col- 
lege, my sexual activities were confined to 
solitary masturbation during the week 
and mutual masturbation. with my dates 
on weekends 

Te wasn't ill Dow: fied into the 
Army that I made up my mind to do 
something about my quasi-virginal condi- 
n. One Saturday evening, I was prowl- 
ing the bars in the typically honkytonk 
town near the pow, along with several 
friends, trying to pick up h the 
usual lack of success. I finally said the 
hell with it, left my friends and picked 
out a fleabag hotel. After being assured 
by the desk derk that it would be pos- 
sible to have a girl with my room, 1 
checked in. Luckily for me, the lady 
who became my first piece of ass was 
young and atractive. We agreed on ten 
dollars, doffed our clothes and dropped 
imo bed. Once she explained to me that 
I should put my legs inside hers, every- 
thing went swimmingly 

From a remark she made about havi 


ith 


w 


to get back to the post, I suspect she may 


have been а WAG 
would be quite ace 
made а man of mi 
tainly ише that a v 
get his start with an experienced woma 
I have never regretted 
(Name withheld by request) 
New York, New York 


in which case it 
the Army 
ayway, its cer- 
1 man should 


GETTING COMFORTABLE WITH SEX 

My husband and J attended a Sexual 
Attitudes Reassessment conference at 
Northwestern Medical School similar to 
the one described by John Medelman in 
“Does Your Husband Know You're Bi 
sexual?” (pLavnoy, January). First thing 
in the morning, our group of 70 men 


and women saw six porno filins screened 
simultancously, followed by a movie of a 
man reading an unbelievably long list of 
dirty words ind phrases. The ellect was 


numbing: It’s hard enough finding a plot 
in a single porno flick; following six is 


almost imy ble and, after ten minutes 
the words fuck, shit, cunt, cock, mother- 
fucker, suck and all possible comb 
tions thereof begin to sound funny. 
Alter the movies, we divided into dis- 
cussion groups of ten people, each with 
а female and a male professional leader. 
Some of the men in my group disliked 
the male-homosexual film, and 
were turned off by a film showi 
urinating into a wom 
distaste wasn't univer 
other group, somcor 
gave him a "warm fed 

In the afternoon, we did an exercise in 
h you close your eyes and let your- 
ill in any direction you choose, 
ng the group members to catch you. 
I's a gre: у to dissipate the hostili- 
ise among people 
ankly discussing and com- 
te aspects of опе an- 


П of us 


. This 


said that picture 


who are 


On the second day. 


lifestyles panel 
ed of а homosexual couple, а 


comp 


woman who was 


woman and a tra 
ple described their 
problems and expl; 
with social pressures 
we talked about sexualrole ass 
and how some sex acts are more 
able when men perform them than when 
wom prime example is mastur- 
bation—in young boys it's accepted and 
expected; there are all sorts of humorous 
accounts of this pleasure, But female 
masturbation? Horrors! Young girls are 
warned never to touch themselves “down 
there,” and very few women have memo 
ies of childhood masturbation, There 
isn’t even a phrise to describe female 
masturbation that would correspond to 
the male “whacking ol" or "beating 
at" Our group сате up with 
g oll" as a possibilit 

To probe our feelin 


ly married cou. 
tuations and their 
ed how they cope 

That afternoon, 


accept- 


do. 


1 sec how 
strongly some people react to women 
masturbating, we were shown a film 
called Shirley. A woman in her 40s, Shir 
ley fist took а leisurely shower, prepar- 
ing herself carefully and. with obvious 
enjoyment. She then lay down on her 
bed and proceeded to masturbate, cli 
maxing with a vibrator. In discussions 
after the film, we found that many men 
didt like the idea that а woman could 
enjoy masturbating. The women felt it 
was a reasonable alternative to int 
course, but several objected to Shirle 
vibrator, 


rs are a relatively new 
sort of adult sex-cducation program and 
ly а [ew places offer them to the pub. 

Nortly 1 School in Chi 
cago, University of Minnesota Medical 
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School and the National Sex Forum in 
San Francisco. They are a good experi- 
ence for people interested in learning 
about themselves, feeling more comforta- 
ble with their own sexual points of view 
and discovering the very wide range of 
possible sexual feelings. And no matter 
how sophisticated we Teel about matters 
sexual, there is always something to 


le 


Victoria Chen Haider 

Chicago, 

Haider is an Assistant Fiction Editor 
for PLavnoy. 


SPIRIT OF 76 

The newest appointee to Maryland's 
board of censors (the only such body in 
the country) is a man named Nathan Pol- 
who beat out 75 other applicants for 
job. He will get $30 a day to pass 
judgment on what movies his fellow citi- 
zens may see. Maryland moviegoers will 
be happy to know he brings to his work 
a carefully thought-out ethical. philoso- 
phy: “I'm against those . .. women run- 
ning around naked. If you were my 
age—and I'm 76—you would be, 100.” 

Helpt 


Bob R. Weakley 
Riverdale, Maryland 


X-CELLENT ACCOMMODATIONS 

As everyone knows, the present in Ca 
fornia is the future everywhere else. So 
I thought it would be important to tell 
Playboy Forum readers about a new 
California concept: the X-rated motel. 
An article in the Los Angeles Times by 
Jim Stingley says there are about ten of 
them in Southern California. Their main 
feature is video-taped pornographic mov 
ics shown on dosed circuit to a certain 
channel on the rooms’ television. sets. 
Furnishings are in keeping with the 
movies—water beds with three-speed 
brators, furfrimed mirrors on ceilings 


furry covers. 

Patrons, according to il 
dude pillars of the community—doctors, 
al businessmen. Al 
of these motels, the 
perience, was busted a few times in its 
carly days, the motels now have no trou- 
ble with the law and, in fact, are patron- 
ized by off-duty police and city officials. 
About half the couples who check in 
for a night or a weekend are married 
to each other. In fact, some marriage 
counselors recommend a weekend at an 
motel as а жау to pep up а sex- 
ually lethargic marriage. Most of the 
customers who come during the day are 
unmarried —people—fequently they're 
businessmen and their secretaries, Oue 
motel has a special group room that has 
two water beds, a regular bed 
hanging baske 

People used to try to convince motel 
managers that the last thing they had in 


nd a 


mind was sex. Now there are motels that 
specialize in making sex more fun, 
They've come a long way, baby. 
Harold Peters 
Los Angeles, California 


THE PILL IN THE HILLS 

Anyone who listens to good ole shit 
kickin’ country-and-western music knows 
that one of its most popular themes is 
infdelity—both husbands and wives are 
constantly screwing around on cach oth- 
cr, cither with agonizingly guilty con- 
sciences or out of desperate necessity, 
because they can't get out of bad mar 
riages (for reasons never adequately ex- 
plained). This is all just fine with the 
hillbillies; they dearly love their sex and 
philandering and extramarital willing as 
long as there's enough misery involved to 
take the fun out of it, according to God's 
wishes. I's OK to have sex, but you have 
to suffer for it 

Then Loretta Lynn came along and 
violated tradition with a fine song called 
The Pill, in which a long-suffering wile 
discovers oral contraceptives and turns 
the tables on her faithless spouse, who for 
years has been fucking up a storm while 
momma stays home and pumps out 
babies. The idea, of course, is that the 
going to liberate her from the fear 
regnancy, so she can have fun, too. 

This record, predictably, stirred up 
quite a controversy in C&W circles and, 
also predictably, sold like crazy (partly 
because so many country-music radio sta- 
ns refused to play it). What's interest- 
ing, though, is that it has taken so long 
for such а large segment of the popula- 
tion (CRW music fans are not exactly 
rare these days) to confront this aspect of 
convenient contraception. 

I'd hate to see C&W music lose its 
funky, adlin charm, but 1 have to ad- 
mit that it is encouraging that even our 
nost sell-consciously primitive subculture 
is finally turning on to modern contracep. 
tion, And what the hell—with these lib- 
erated women screwing around right 
along with their men, there'll be twice as 
much guilt and suffering to let ‘em know 
they're fitting in with God's plan 

James Graham 
Indianapolis, Indiana 


PANTY FREAK 

At one time, I thought I was а sexually 
aberrant adolescent with a minor char- 
acter disorder. Since then, I've learned to 
face down the world; I'm a panty freak 
and so what? It all started like this: 

During my senior year in high school, 
my girl and 1 spent a lot of time alone 
together in the apartment of her older 
sister, who worked late. We never had 


intercourse, because my girl was afraid 
to, but we were both capable of repeated 
orgasms and got much pleasure from cach 
other through masturbation and oral sex. 

One afternoon, while we were lying 


nude on the living-room floor, she sug. 
gested that I put on her panties. The 
thought intrigued me; however, 1 found 
that Î could pull them only to my knees, 
as they were several sizes too small. We 
ended the afternoon with her stroking my 
cock with the moist crotch of her pantics 
rect. Then she gave me 


ull P became 
the best blow job I'd ever had 

The following day, she stopped at a 
store on the way home from school and 
bought me a pair of sheer white nylon 
panties. When we had both undressed, 1 
slipped the pantics on, feeling somewhat 
embarrassed. but finding, to my surprise, 
that they fit and felt exciting. As my cree 
n to swell against the taut fab. 
ric she gently teased it with her teeth 
while stroking my buttocks. Then I lay 
on my back while she caressed my cock 
through the silky nylon till 1 came 
violently, The filmy fabric became trans. 
parent as the wetness spread across my 
lower abdomen and my subsiding penis. 
Within a few minutes, L was erect un 


tion b: 


and rhythmically humped my cock, which 
restrained by the damp nylon. She 
пе repeatedly ший I again reached 
m and then we collapsed, our warm, 
wer crotches happily pressed together. 
We repeated this scene many times 
ht 


and she mounted me, wearing her panties, 


during the following months, She bou 


several more pairs of panties for me 
various bright colors and designs. After 
some encouragement from her, I wore 
them without embarrassment under my 
trousers when we went on dates. I en- 
joved the greater sensitivity of my penis 
under the smooth, thin fabric and 1 be- 
Бап to prefer panties о the Jockey shorts 
I normally wore My girl and I eventu- 
ally went cur separate ways, but the use 
of women's panties has become a per- 
manent part of my sexual repertoire, to 
be shared with understanding. partners. 
АШ the usual sexual turn-ons are fun for 
me, but, when 1 want something extra- 
special, putting on panties beats anything 
ehe 1 can think of. I don't know if it's 
the suggestion of transvestism that gets 
me or il it's just that tight nylon panties 
аге a sexier garment than men's under- 
shorts. Whatever it is, 1 no longer think 


I'm slightly crazy, as I once did. I enjoy 
myself greatly and I don't harm myself 


or anyone else. ТЇЇ bet, if the truth were 
known, there are many men who enjoy 
putting on women's underwear as a part 
of sexual play. 
(Name withheld by request) 
Baltimore, Maryland 
"The Playboy Forum" offers the 
opportunity for an extended dialog be- 
tween readers and editors of this pub- 
lication on subjects and issues related to 
"The Playboy Philosophy.” Address all 
correspondence lo The Playboy Forum, 
Playboy Building, 919 North Michi- 
gan Avenue, Chicago, Illinois. 60611. 
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The word is "GIVE." Give a 
friend a subscription to OUI. It's 
better for him than a puppy— 
he won't have to teach it to 

sit, and we'll bet it will keep 

him just as warm. It's easy to 

do. Simply send us a check for 
$10 and we'll send your friend a 


year of OUI. Be sure to include 
his name and zer and send 
your check to: 


919 N. Michigan Ave. 


Chicago, Illinois 60611 5 
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“Sand Skiing in the Sahara. Even if you don't win the 
downhill race...it's a beautiful way to get a suntan? 


“If skiing’s your thing, 

| you don’t have to wait for 
ÎÎ snow. inthe Moroccan 
Sahara, you'll have just as 
great a time racing down 
the breathtaking dunes in 
swim trunks or bikinis. 


| "But there are hazards... 

Í those sand traps you don't 
see until you're right on top 
of them. Kerplunk! 

Linda and | plopped right 
into one. That's when she 
asked me to take her 

tothe next oasis. 


"Later, we toasted our 
adventure with Canadian 
Club at the Hotel du Sud 

in Ouarzazate." Wherever you go, 

people with taste agree the best is С.С. 

For them, it's the only Canadian 

Incomparably smooth, mellow and 
light. It's ina class by itself. 

“The Best In The House’ in 87 lands. 


Imported in bottle from Canada. 


mammae: JOSEPH HELLER 


a candid conversation with the unhurried author of the black-humor 


دد 


classic “catch-2. 


In 1961, Joseph Heller, a 38-year-old 
advertising and promotion executive for 
McCall's magazine, finally completed the 
novel he'd been tinkering with in his 
spare time for the betler part of a decade. 
The book was called “Catch-18," a title 
that was later increased by four upon 
publication of Leon Uris “Mila 18"— 
Heller's editors didn't think people would 
buy two novels with the same number. 

They needn't have worried. 

“Catch-22's" readership started as a 
small cult—the hardcover edition never 
appeared on a best-seller list—and ex- 
panded geometrically throughout the Six- 
ties. Today, with sales of over 8,000,000 
and counting—it sold over 100,000 copies 
last year alone—"Gatch is the big- 
gestselling “serious novel” in American 
publishing history. 

From the beginning, "Catch-22's" cult 
included some of the world’s most dis- 
tinguished, and disparate, citizens. Art 
Buchwald called it a “masterpiece.” 
Philip Toynbee, in The London Observ- 
er, said “Catch-22” was “the greatest sa- 
tirical work in English since ‘Erewhon? ” 
And newscaster John Chancellor printed 
up bumper stickers that read, BETER 
YOSSARIAN THAN ROTARIAN, referring, of 


“In an oil war, Israel would be the only 
reliable ally America would have in that 
part of the world. We'd need a friendty 
place to land our airplanes, tie up om 
hoats and see that our soldiers get laid.” 


course, to the book's protagonist, an As- 
syrian-American World War Two bom- 
ho wanted to “live forever or 
die in the attempt” 

But when Yossarian went crazy, or 
seemed 10, and asked to be grounded, he 
found there was only one catch: Anyone 
who was crazy could get out of combat 
duty. AU he had to do was ask. But any- 
one who asked to get out of combat duty 
wasn't really crazy and had to keep flying 


22's" spiraling insanity, which 
began to seem more and more sane as 
the Vietnam war dragged on, confused 
and irritated some early critics. But as 
readers became accustomed to the book's 
radical, time-warp structure, the com- 
plaints melted away and “Catch-22” 
passed through the invisible barrier that 
separates contemporary fiction from lit- 
erature. And its title, symbolic of all op- 
pressive lautologies, has become a part 
of our language. 

In the fall of 1974, Heller finally 
released his long-awaited second novel, 
“Something Happened.” The new book, 
a streanvof-neurosis peek into the 
head of Robert Slocum—family man, 
corporate man, psychotic monster—has 


“Ford has lived up to his image of the 
party hack with limited intellectual gifts. 
He’sa lot like Milo Minderbinder. Thinks 
of himself as a good guy, and God knows 
what devastation may result from that.” 


and the current best seller “something happened” 


unleashed a fusillade of violently mixed 
reviews. Time and The New Yorker 
hated il. wavnoy called it “the worst 
thing a writing giant can do to his loyal 
readers.” Yet nearly three quarters of the 
critics viewed Heller's looping, memory- 
lape narrative as a dazzling, if depress- 
ing, literary tour de force. 

The impassioned reviews, the mam- 
moth bookclub sale and the long, high 
vide on every national best-seller list in- 
dicate that once again Heller has pro- 
duced a work to be treasured, despised 
and fought over for years to come. 

The youngest of three children, Heller 
was born in Brooklyn in 1923. His father, 
a Duck driver for Messinger’s Bakery, 
died when he was five years old. The 
Hellers lived in a racially mixed residen- 
tial section of Coney Island and young 
Joc did odd jobs while attending Abra- 
Lincoln High School, where he 
excelled at writing—and little else. After 
graduation, he became a file clerk at a 
casnally-insurance company (a job that 
re-emerged in "Something Happened” ax 
the scene of Slocum’s most agoniz 
sexual disaster). 

After Pearl Harbor, Heller worked. 
briefly at the Norfolk Navy Yard. At 19, 


ham 


ML KREMENTZ 
"The film of "Catch2? was OK, but 1 
can't get the image of screenwriter Buck 
Нету out of my mind. 1 imagine him 
leaving through a copy of the book while 
moaning, ‘Oy, vay, there's no plot here” ” 
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he enlisted in the Army Air Corps. While 
bombardier Heller was stationed in Cor- 
sica with the 488th Squadron, 340th 
Bombardment Group, he flew 60 combat 
missions in а B-25 over Italy and France. 
After his discharge, as a first lieutenant, 
he enrolled in college on the GI Bill. He 
was graduated Phi Beta Kappa from 
NYU, received a master's degree in Amer- 
ican literature at Columbia and studied 
English literature on a Fulbright scholar- 
ship at Oxford. While he was still an 
undergraduate, the most prestigious mag- 
es in the country were eagerly pub- 
lishing his short stories. By his senior 
year, he was already considered. one of 
America's most promising young writers. 

Then he stopped writing. 

He taught freshman composition. at 
Penn Slate [or a [ew frustrating semesters, 
then got а job as a “сору and promo” 
man al a New York advertising agency. 
For the next ten years, Heller moved 
both vertically and horizontally in the 
promotion business: He did one long 
stint at Time Inc. and ended up at 
McCall's. During this period, he began 
viting again. In 1954, he published in 
New World Writing" a story called 
“The Texan,” which later became the 
first chapter of “Catch22." 

The promising Young Turk of 1949 
had been forgotien by the time “Catch- 
came out. The book might have been 
lost in the welter of first novels by no- 
bodies except for the fortuitous accident 
of an interview with S. J. Perelman, pub- 
lished in the New York Herald Tribune. 
Perelman, asked if hed read any good 
books lately, mentioned a title nobody 
had heard of: “Catch-22." A spate of 
critical attention—some passionately pro, 
some viciously con—followed. 

A $15,000,000 film version of “Catch- 
22.” directed by Mike Nichols, was the 
financial disaster of 1970. Nichols’ budget 
was virtually unlimited (during produc- 
tion, he assembled the world’s 12th largest 
bomber force). But the film sacrificed most 
of the book's humor in a vain attempt to 
establish a “story line"—something the 
navel didn't have to begin with. 

Meanwhile, Heller continued 10 pur- 
suc his muse at а leisurely pace. As one 
close friend put it, “Joe likes to keep the 
vest of his life open, in case anything 
comes up." The summer after “Catch- 

7 publication, Heller had begun ac- 
cumulating notes [or a neu book. Robert 
Gottlieb, his editor, took out a somewhat 
premature advertisement: “Joseph Heller 
is now working on his second novel, 
‘Something Happened. Publication date 
nol sel yel, of course—but look for it 
somelime before we get lo the moon.” 
As matters turned out, Neil Armstrong 
took his one small step for mankind long 
before anything happened for Heller's 
publisher. As Heller put it, he kept being 
“interrupted”: Throughout the Sixties, 
he toured the country, speaking and dem- 
onstrating against the Vietnam war, He 


did several short stints as a Hollywood 
"script doctor" and in 1965 took a two- 
year sabbatical to write and produce a 
play, “We Bombed in New Haven." De 
Spite extravagant reviews, it did. 

Thirteen years and six. lunar land- 
ings after “Catch-22," “Something Hap- 
pened” was published and became an 
immediate international best seller. 

Joseph Heller and Shirley, his wife of 
almost 30 years, winter in an elegant 
old courtyard building on Manhattan's 
Upper West Side and summer on the 
beaches of Long Island. Their two chil- 
dren, Erica and Ted, ате grown and 
scattered. Along with his writing, Heller 
teaches fiction at the City College of New 
York. He makes few new friends, but the 
old ones seem to last. Same of them, 
members of what they call the Gourmet 
Club, have been meeting for dinner in 
New York's Chinatown at least once а 
week for the past 13 years. Fellow gour- 
mels include Jules Feiffer, Mel Brooks 
and Carl Reiner (when they're in town), 
novelists Mario (“The Godfather") Puzo 
and George (“Flee the Angry Strangers") 
Mandel, playwright Joe (Fiddler on the 
Roof”) Stein, айтап Ngoot Lee, jeweler 
Julie Green and one Speed Vogel, occu- 
pation unknown. 

Al 52, Heller seems finally to have 
achieved it all: critical acclaim, popular 
success, a shucking of the dreaded one- 
book-author syndrome. So we thought tt 
an opportune time to discuss life, litera- 
ture and “the Snowdens of yesteryear” 
with the man whose wacky prescience 
had foretold a world of Vietnams and 
Watergates, and assigned writer Sam Mer- 
rill (whose “Mason Hoffenberg Gets in a 
Few Licks” appeared in vLAvnov's No- 
vember 1973 issue) to interview Heller 

Merrill report 

“My first meeting with Heller took 
place at his summer home in Amagansett, 
Long Island, а quiet little seashore town 
about two and a half hours out of Man- 
hattan. When I arrived, Heller was en- 
cased in a set of massive headphones, 
listening to Wagner's ‘Gétterdiimmerung? 
and reading Dickens ‘Nicholas Nickle- 
by! While we chatted on the sun deck— 
eating Jarlsberg cheese and drinking 
Frenchroast cojjee—Heller removed his 
shirt. His chest and legs were firm, 
tanned, supple. Only his neck looked 52 
years old. 

“Heller seemed leaner, more wolfish 
in person than on his dust jackets. And 
his speech was a curious but thoroughly 
engaging amalgam. The words—spare, 
epigrammatic, meticulously considered— 
were delivered in unreconstructed Brook- 
Тупеѕе. While he spoke, a toothpick 
danced magically from one corner of his 
mouth to the other. He told me he'd 
learned that trick, employing the treach- 
erous cupped-tongue technique, while 
giving up smoking in 1955. 

“Chewing his nails and squirming 
around uncomfortably, Heller obviously 


had trouble sitting still for an interview. 
Yet he fielded cach question patiently, 
his expression flickering between. Stud 
Poker Gothic and Bittersweet Irony 
‘Calch-22' Book Jacket Grin. He was a 
frequent and infectious laugher. 

“Pulling out of his driveway that first. 
afternoon, 1 caught a glimpse of Heller 
in my rearview mirror. He had begun 
to jog his daily three miles in a chilly, 
offshore fog that clung so close to the 
ground he was visible only from the waist 
up. The image reminded me of Kid 
Sampson, the young pilot in "Catch-227 


who was sheared in half by MelWatt's 
propeller. 
“Subsequent meetings took place at 


the Central Park South office/apartnent 
in which Heller wrote ‘Something Hap 
pened! His work space was in farcical 
contrast with his two tasteful homes. A 
ihree-foot beer bottle, a broken stereo 
and a ruptured couch dominated a decor 
that could perhaps best be termed Flat 
bush Moderne. It soon became apparent 
that when Heller is writing, he simply 
does not see anything else! 

“Our conversations started with his 
own involvement in the events described 
in ‘Cateh-22 7 


PLAYBOY: How much of Catch-22 is based 
on your own w 
HELLER: Well, like Yos 
for the 
bombardi But I didn't try to avoid 
being sent overseas, as he did. 1 actually 
hoped Y would get into combat. J was 
19 and th t many 
g made about the w: t all 
seemed so dramatic and heroic. I remem- 
ber my mother weeping as the trolley 
car pulled away with me on it. I couldn't 
ligure out why she was so unhappy. 1 
felt like 1 was going to. Hollywood. 

wed World War ‘Two 


ıe were a grea 


sity. E 
don't know wh 
war that makes sense to anybody. А 
did the people in my parents 
generation. World War One and the 
arlier wars in Europe were as nonsen 
cal as Vietnam. But Pearl Harbor united 
thi strong and wholesome 
and healthy way. 

PLAYBOY: About his war experiences, 
Yosarian complains that people he's 
ncver met keep shooting at him every 
time һе air to drop bombs 
t you didn't feel 


ng people today 
ke to fight i 


country 


I was sorry when nobody 
amed to sce a sky full of 

nd dogfights and billowing p: 
tes. War was like a movie to me until. 
on my 37th mission, we bombed Avignon 
and a guy in my plane was wounded. I 
suddenly realized, “Good God! They're 


shot at us. Iw 


' War wasn't much 


g to kili me, too! 
fun after that. 
PLAYBOY: That sounds like the Avignon 
mission in Caich-22, when Snowden, the 
gunner, is killed, 

HELLER: It is, and it's described pretty 
accurately in the book. Our copilot 
went berserk at the controls and threw 


us into a dive, Then one of our gunners 
was hit by flak and the pilot kept 
yelling into the intercom, “Help him 
Нар the bombardier.” And I was yell- 
ing back, "I'm the bombardier, I'm OK." 
The gunner's leg was blown open and I 
took care of him. After Avignon, all I 
wanted t0 do was go home. 

PLAYBOY: W. 
an, you be 


that because, like Yossari: 
п to suspect you wi 
sent on missions only to make your su 
perior officers look good? 

HELLER: No, it was because I began to sus 
pect I didn't want to die. But I was а 
good soldier and did as 1 was told. 
PLAYBOY: Did doing what you were 1014 
entail anythir 


€ being 


bout which you're par 
ticularly sorry now? 

HELER: No, but there was one low-level 
bombing-and-strafing mission I didn't 
happen to go on. "They couldn't find any 
military targets, so they shot up cvery 
thing that moved: women, children, ani 
mals. The men were in good spirits after 
that r 


ssion. 
PLAYBOY: If you'd gone on thar mission, 
would you have machine-gunned wom- 
en, children and animals? 

HELLER: І might have. There's something 
sexual about being in a big plane, with 
a big gun and having big bombs to drop. 
PLAYBOY: Aside from Yossariam, some of 
the other characters in Catch-22 have be 
come cult figures in their own right. Are 
any of them based on people you knew? 
HELLER: Just Hungry Joc. His real name 
is Joe Chrenko and he's now an insur 
ance agent in New Jersey. 

PLAYBOY: Hungry Joe is the one who has 
screaming nightmares in his tent. Did 
Chrenko also run around Rome claim 
ing to be a Life photographer so he could 
take pictures of naked girls? 

HELLER: Only once. 

PLAYBOY: Did he complain about the way 
you portray him in the book? 

HELLER: His only complaint is hat I didn't 
use his last name. He feels it would 


have helped his insurance business. 
PLAYBOY: How about the rest of the 
characters? 

HELLER: "They're not based on anyone I 
knew in the war. They're products of an 
imagination that drew on American life 
in the postwar period, The Cold War, 
really. I deliberately seeded the book 
with anachronisms like loyalty oaths, 
helicopters, IBM machines and agricul 
s to create the feeling of 
American society from the McCarthy 
period on. So when Milo Minderbinder 
says, "What's good for Milo Minder 
binder is good for the country," he's para 
phrasing Charles E. Wilson, the former 
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head of General Motors, who told a Sen- 
ate committee, "What is good for the 
country is good for General Motors, and 
vice versa." 
But I resisted the temptation to make 
Milo a bloated plutocrat stereotype. And 
I moved away from the other kind of 
stercotype—William Holden or Tony 
Curtis as the con man who gets things 
done. Instead, I gave him a mental and 
implicity that, to my mind, makes 
him a horrifyingly dangerous person be- 
he lacks evil intent. Milo uses the 
credo of the National Association of 
Manufacturers and the chamber of com- 
merce—but I gave him a sincerity those 
organizations don't have. 
PLAYBOY: How about Major Major, the 
timid officer whom nobody can get in to 
scc unless he’s officially out? 
HELLER: He's drawn from the McCarthy 
period as well. An Army dentist, Captain 
Peress, had been promoted to major, 
even though he refused to sign loyalty 
oaths. Toward the end of the Army- 
McCarthy hearings, when he had little 
else to do, Joe McCarthy kept asking who 
had promoted Major Peres. I took a 
paragraph straight out of the news reports 
and slipped it imo the chapter about Ma- 
s promoted by an IBM 
machine. When he becomes suspect be- 
cause he studied English history—wasn't. 
American history good enough for him?— 
people start running around Washington, 
asking, “Who promoted Major Major?” 
And ех-Ріс. Wintergreen, the 
n who really runs the Army? 
ntergreen came out of both my 
military and my corporate experience. 
In a large corporation, the way to get 
cad is often to get in with mail clerks 
та secretaries of important people. Ca- 
reers can be made or broken simply by 
tearing up certain memos, and in the 
Aimy, although 1 was an officer, the only 
people 1 was afraid of were the enlisted 
men in the orderly room. They could 
process or not process my requests, take 
me on or off combat duty. In my dram 
tization of Catch-22, there's a line th 
doesn't appear in the book. Wint 
says, “1 was going 10 cancel the Norman- 
dy invasion, until Eisenhower committed 
mor. 


more 


ences like yours? 
encounter with. Luciana, the 
Roman whore, corresponds exactly with 
an experience I had. He sleeps with her, 
she refuses money and suggests that he 
keep her address on а slip of paper. 
When he agrees, she sneers, “Why? So 
you can tear it up?” He says of course he 
won't and tears it up the minute she’s 
gone—then regrets it bitterly. That's 
just what happened to me in Rome. Lu- 
ciana was Yossarian's vision of a perfect 
relationship. That's why he saw her only 
once, and perhaps that's why Z saw her 
only once. If he examined perfect 


closely, imperfections would show up. 
PLAYBOY: Murray Kempton once wrote 
that, although Catch-22 is often consid- 
cred a radical book, the only aspect of 
Yossarian's behavior that deviates from 
traditional morality is his "appreciation 
of lechery.” Do you consider yourself a 
lecher? 

HELLER: No. 

PLAYBOY: So much for that. Returning to 
the war for a moment —— 

HEUER: I assume you'll be retum 
my sex life later on. 

PLAYBOY: In detail, if you insist. But for 
now, you said World War Two seemed 
glamorous to you, like a movie. Don't you 
think young people during the Vietnam 
era were more sophisticated than that? 
HELLER: Wars are still initiated by a cer- 
tain type of professional soldier whose 
ambition it is to act out fantasy scenes 
from war movies, and they're still fought 
by very young people who have no more 
g life to lead. One very practical 
reason war seemed g 
that the standard of living was higher in 
the Army Ui in Coney Island. I ate 
better and had more money in my pocket 
than ever before, And when I got home, 
1 went to college on the CI Bill. In the 
face of so many advantages, death seemed 
like a relatively minor drawback. 

PLAYBOY: But the cou was just Coming 
out of the Depression then. America was 
prosperous when we entered Vietnam. 
HELLER: Not all Americans were prosper- 
ous. The Vietnam war found many 
s in the same situation 
rl Harbor. They could 
see no future in the ghetto; the Army of- 
fered travel, education and moncy. 
PLAYBOY: 15 that why the antiwar move- 
ment was largely a middle-class r2 
HELLER: It’s one of the reasons. Middle- 
class draftees in the Sixties suffered eco 
nomic deprivation, They could wavel all 
over the world anyway. They were going 
to college anyway. They had good jobs 
waiting for them. But, of course, the 
antiwar movement was leologically 
bascd, also. The people who were aware 
of how we 1 stumbled into Vietnam 
were the ones who wanted us to get out. 
PLAYBOY: What do you mean by "stum- 
bled into Vietnam"? Don't you see our 
volvement in that war as based on 
some veason or idea. 
HELLER: No, І saw— 1 see the Vietnam war 
as an extension of the Cold War t 
began in the late Forties and ended with 
the decline of the domino theory soon 
after John Kennedy’s death. 

PLAYBOY: But if the Cold War ended 
in the mid-Sixties, why did we remain 
in Vietnam until 1972? 

HELLER: For no reason at all. That's the 
point! We often continue bel 
things—and this is truc of religions as 
well as idcologies—long after the ci 
cumstances that gave rise to the beliefs 
have disappeared. The belief in stopping 
communism wherever it threatens to 


to 


8 


ter Pe: 


advance simply carried over into another 
culture long after the reason for the be- 

We weren't fighting 
tnam. We were fight. 


ing culture lag, 
PLAYBOY: Eventu. 
Army that doesn't ma 
Do you feel at all responsible for the 


deserts an 
e sense to him. 


Пу. Yossari 


guys in Vietnam—and apparently there 
were a lot of them—who went over the 
hill after reading Catch-222 

HELLER: If anyone accused me of being 
the operative force in апу specific dese: 
tion, | would deny it. E don't believe 
one book ca pe an attitude or an 
action. But if I was responsible for 
people's running away from the war, then 
I evaded that responsibility consistently. 
PLAYBOY: In what wa 
HELLER: Often, while I was speaking pub- 
licly against the wa g men would 
ask me, “What would you do?” or “What 
should 1 do?" I always avoided those 
questions, because it would have been 
casy for me to give them the answer 
they wanted: that 1 wouldn't, and they 
shouldn't, serve. 1, however, was not fac- 
ing prison or exile. 

PLAYBOY: But Yossarian does desert, and 
pprove of his action. 

Yes, and 1 would have gone fur- 
an Yossarian. I would have con- 
doned any method of avoiding military 
service in Vietnam—including the one 
Yossarian rejects as being corrupt. 
PLAYBOY: You mean publicly endorsing 
the war in order to be sent home a hero? 
HELLER: Yes, others Yossarian doesn’t 
even consider, like using influence or 
buying a deferment. I don't think any- 
body should ever be compelled to fight 
war whose objectives he docs not 
endorse. 

PLAYBOY: But to paraphrase Major Major, 
what if everyone felt that м 
HELLER: Then, to paraphrase Yosarian, 
Га be a damn fool to feel any other way. 
PLAYBOY: Do you prefer an all-volunteer 
Army? 

HELLER: I have no fear that a profes 
Army is going to be out of touch with 
civilization. Conscripts have never exert 
ed a softening effect on the m 
PLAYBOY: Do you still feel, as you did 
when you wert that World War Two 
was a necessary wa 
HELER: The fact that the political and 
conomic survival of this country w 
ke is no longer as important to me а 
Bur, yes, I still feel it was a nec 
s criticized be- 
‘ossitian justifies his participation 
World War Two until the outcome 
is no longer in doubt. It offended some 
people, during the Vietnam war. that J 
had not written a truly pacifist book. But 
I am nota true pacifist. World War Two 
was necessary at least to the extent that 
we were fighting for the survival of mi 
lions of people. 

PLAYBOY: You mean the Jews? 

HELLER: Jews first, then blacks, then the 


whole sequence of extermination that 
was operating in Europe. 

PLAYBOY: As a Jew, do you have any spe- 
cial feelings about Isracl's survival? 
HELLER: That's a difficult, confusing ques- 
чоп. Emotionally, I have a strong at 
tachment to Isracl, even though I've 
never been there and have no desire to 
go. А year ago, T was certain Israel 
would be sold out. 

PLAYBOY: Now you're not so sure? 

HELLER: Strategically, Tm beginning to 
understand why this country has stood by 
Israel for so long. In case any type of 
mischief becomes necessary, Israel would 
be the only rel 
h that part of the world 

PLAYBOY: When you say mischief. are you 
talking about a possible oil war 
HELLER: If the flow of oil is seriously in 
terrupled, or the price raised again, 
tern civilization will be out of busi 
Thecll be no alterna 
and take the oil—that is, if we 
still can. Bur Haly hasn't the navy or 
force to take even Libya. France c 
it Germany certainly ca 
can't. So it would be up to us. And Israel, 
which was disposable a year ago, would 
become useful again. We'd nı Iriend- 
ly place w land our airplanes, tie up our 
boats and see that our soldiers get laid 
PLAYBOY: Do you suppose an oil war 
would unite America 
HELLER: Jf you mean in the way World 
War Two did, no. ‘That war presented 
unique set of conditions and I don't 
i 1 have another war like it— 
ht as well give up hoping and 


ble ally America would 


ve 


ive but to 


ves to peace. Even in the 
ary War. there were huge sec 
tions of the population that didn't want 
to separate from England. E have a feel- 
ing they were right, that we'd be better 
off if we were a part of E мі. 

PLAYBOY: Why? 

HELER: We'd have a better form of gov- 
ernment. The parliamentary system 
would be it vast improvement over what 
we have now. Our Constitution looks 
good on paper and probably worked 
quite well with 13 colonies and about 
72 register 


ed voters. But now tl 


8 €s loo 


much dis 


nce between the citizen-voter 
and his elected representative. He doesn’t 
know 7 exi d I wish he didn't, And. 
with over 200,000,000 people, the Presi- 
dency has become а kind of publicre- 
lations enterprise for the party in power 
PLAYBOY. Bur do you really care about 
politics? In 1972, you said you hadn't 
voted for a President in 12 years. 

HELLER: Then 1 voted for McGovern 
PLAYBOY: Why? 

HELLER: Nixon made me do it 

PLAYBOY: Нах that experience changed 
you? 

HELER: Yes. Now I'm never going to vote 
again—for anybody. The smartest people 


in Washington are the political reporters. 
They write about their inferiors. 
PLAYBOY: So, generally, you 


1 say American 
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politics attracts а low class of people? 
HEUER: Yes, with onc exception. There is 
a type of person who is occasionally at- 
tracted to politics for idealistic reasons 
and, once elected, does a creditable job. 
This is the gentleman who aheady has 
as much money as he wants and aspires 
to public office for reason itle 
to do with personal ambition. 1 may be 
ive, but 1 felt Averell Hariman was in 
t class. 

PLAYBOY: Would you 
Rockefeller? 

HELLER: I would exclude Nelson Rocke- 
feller. There's a vicious, emotional qual- 
ity to his ambition. But 1 would include 
Elliot. Richardson and Archibald Cox. 
¢ are people who aspire to high 
position out of boredom. 

PLAYBOY: So you prefer a sued dilettante 
to a dedicated reformer? 

HELLER: Yes, and I feel safer with some- 
one who inherited his money than with 
а selfmade I think people like 
Roosevelt and Harr n 
ed to publ 


include Nelson 


тан 


d Stevenson 
office than the 
millionaires who surrounded 
ison. The selfmade man scares me. 
He attaches too much importance to hi 
own personal accomplishments and yet 
is never really secure with people wl 
© born into the highest order of society. 
Truman was 
social climber. 
PLAYBOY: Essentially then, your ideal 
public official would be someone like 
Rockefeller or Kennedy. 
HELLER: But пог Rockefeller 
The Kennedy Administr 
bunch of spoiled fraternity brats cele- 
brating after having bought а campus 
election, They cavorted around, pushi 
ich other into swimming pools. 1 think 
Johnson was more ente: ng than Ке 
cdy—un escalated 


be 
nedy's people have lv since 
his death. They w agrecable 
bunch. Even John Kenneth Galbraith 
scems to be a man without principles— 
he has any, they are of only joking 

ce. Otherwise, he wouldn't be 
so friendly with William. Buckley. You 
get the impression that alihough the two 
may disagree over a minor concern like 
the world's economy. when they get down 
to important. matters like yachting, they 
are still in the same club. 


PLAYBOY: What have you got 
Buckley? 
HELLER: I feel sorry for anybody who has 


ngle with Buckley. Even though his 
soning is defective, he carries off a de- 
e with so much élam that he makes 
rgument itself almost superfluous. 
K Rockefeller will 


the 
PLAYBOY: Do you u 


be the next Presid 


ми? 
HELER: I don't think he'll. let anyth 


ng 


stand in his way. Rockefeller is so des- 
te for success he is in a position of 
tually groveling for the Presidency. He 
has now lost the only favorable quality 
I ever saw in him: the poise. the aplomb 
of the gentleman born to wealth. 
PLAYBOY: Is there anyone you'd care to 
sce elected President in 1976? 

HELLER: No. 

PLAYBOY: How about yoursell? 

HEUER: Oh, no! I believe the Govern- 
ment exists to serve the people, not the 
ther way around. Hence, the term pub- 
lic servant. I wouldn't want to be Pres 
dent, because I wouldn't want to put 
myself in a menial position. 
PLAYBOY: So you like the m 


pera 


ion of a 


benevolent aristocrat in politics What 
about a hard-nosed reformer? 
HELLER: 1 don't like the way reformers 


react 10 our political process. They have 
a difficult izing they must com- 
promise or remain outside: 
PLAYBOY: In other words, they don't be- 
come corrupt quickly enoug! 
HELLER: Exactly. A member of a les 
tive body who doi 
integrity at the ea 
doing a g 
stituents. 
"imn 


la- 
mot prostitute his 
ble moment 
disservice to his con- 
Unless he cooperates with the 
circle,” he'll never get his bills 
passed and the people who elected him 
will suffer. 

PLAYBOY. Do you think ul 
ter system of government i 
th 
democracy 
No system offers greater personal 
ty; the citizens of the totalitarian 
countries of the left and right enjoy less 
freedom than we do. But Johnson and 
Nixon were frightening because they 
demonstrated that an American Presi- 
dent—even in a democracy, without 
Government censorship—is capable of 
waging a oneman war. That would not 
be possible in Russia, which is a dicta- 
torship run by committee, or in China, 
where there are several powerful men. 
PLAYBOY: Is that power inherent in the 
Presidency, or did we just happen to elect 
a pair of megalomaniacs? 

HELLER: The power to exercise dictatori: 
əl over the milit 


cre is а bet- 
the world 
lly call. Western 


the one we broj 


ma 


cont y is manifest 
the office. A President can make war 
1 panic or insect 


and no one in Congress will stop hi 


а moment of person 


PLAYBOY: But Congress claims to have 
leaned its leson from 
Wouldn't it now be tougher on a Presi 


dent who asked for war powers? 
HELLER: If another President faked 
other Gulf of Tonkin incident, there 
would still be only about two Senators 
voting against the resolut d they'd 
be tossed out in the next clcci 
PLAYBOY: Shortly before his resigs 
some people close to Nixon worried that 
he would push the panic bution, try to 


ion, 


mobilize the military in his defense. Oth- 
crs described his mental state as “serene.” 
Do you think he was insane? 
HELLER: 1 would say no. Nixon had a very 
powerful sense of his own weakness. He 
doubted h Чез to an extent that 
could be called neurotic. Some people 
who repress their self-doubts overcom- 
pensate with a form of egotism. Tt i 
interesting that Nixon was never able 
to do that. His mechanism of repression 
never functioned well enough, so his self- 
doubts were always on his mind, He 
could never convince himself he was a 
ior person, and consequently was 
people would observe how weak 
he felt, At the end, as you sav, people 
in Washington were frightened. There 
was a suspicion that Nixon. was insane 
And certainly during his farewell speech 
he tock leave of what is customarily 
called sanity, He was not in touch with 


that tempor 
1 Nixon was 

in who spent his life prophesyi 
own failures and living up to his own 


HELER: Throughout Ni pol 
there is no evidence of any sup 
qualities. He had le intelligence. no 
gift for understanding а situation—and 
hasn't yet left 
gram worth quoting 


ree ior 


PLAYBOY: How about Johnson 
HELLER: At least Johnson had a sense of 
humor. His jokes were rently very 


jokes. And Johnson 

shrewd. He had а quality of strength 

missing in both Nixon and Agnew. 

ity of strength с 

ту political figures today? 

liam Simon, Nelson Rocke- 
strengths are 


HELLER: Wi 


PLAYBOY: Do you beli 
show us an accurate portrait of them- 
selves in the media? 
HELLER: They can't avoid it. I think Ger 
ıd. for instance. has lived up to 
е he projected while being con 
sidered for the V idency 
image is ıl 
HELLER: That of the party hack with very 
limited intellectual gifts—a family man, 
асат player, Rot 
dı п Americ 
lor the worse and Fe 
exception. А year ago, it was hard. for 
me to imagine anyone worse than Nixon 
But Nixon. because of the sel knowledge 
of his own. small may prove to 
have been less dang an Ford, who 
lacks that self-knowledge. Ford is a lot 
like Milo Minderbinder. ‘Thinks of him- 
sell as a good guy, and God knows what 
devastation may result from tha 


erous t 


nis- 


Some of the political ch: 
have come about th 
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assassinations. Do you believe in any of 
the assassination-conspiracy theories? 
HELLER: No. But not because I have too 
high an opinion of human mature to 
believe there are people in this country 
willing to develop assassination plots: 
Im convinced such people exist. How 
ever, I have such a Гого opinion of human 
nature that I don't think the conspire 
tors would be capable of keeping a se 
crer, If I were involved in a conspiracy 
that pulled off a difficult caper, there 
are a [ew people I would want to know 
about it. And each of them would tell 
one or two more. People are boastful. 
I could be wrong, but applying the sime 
logic, I told Bob Woodward recently I 
didn't believe there was really a "Deep 
Throat,” the guy who was the secret ir 
former for his Watergate investigation 
PLAYBOY: What was Wood 
sponse? 

HELLER: He was understandably offended. 
5o I asked him if he had revealed Deep 
Throat's identity to at least one person 
who didn't have to know. He said he 
had, which was a very human answer, 
and that convinced me my theory was 
correct. Because that one person, being 
at least as human as Woodward, would 
have told one other person, who. in 
turn, would have told one or two more. 
The informant's identity would have be- 
come public knowledge within days. 
PLAYBOY: Then why would he invent 
such a character? To lend validity to 
otherwise unsubstantiated reports? 
HELLER: I believe Woodward and Ве 
stein's reporting was better substantiated 
than they themselves were willing to ad- 
mit. I believe they had many sources 
inside the Government, and the best way 
to protect them all was to create one per- 
son who didn't exis! 
PLAYBOY: Woodward and Bernstein are 
rently stars of the college lectu 
cuit. That's a role you've filled twice— 
during the Sixties, as the author of Calch- 
22 and one of America's lead 
spokesmen, and again recently, since the 
publication of your new book, Something 
Happened. Do you find that students have 
changed much since the war? 

HELLER: For the record, the Vietnam war 
is still being fought. But if you're asking 
if college students have changed much 
since the draft was abolished and most 
American forces pulled out of Indo- 
china, I'd say there has been a decline 
in political action and interest. 

PLAYBOY: Why? 

HELLER: Th are two conditions that 
must exist simultaneously to excite po- 
litical activity in any population. First, 
the issues must be important and, second, 
one know exactly how опе feels 
about them, For college students in the 
Sixties, the war and the draft met those 
conditions. Today, though the questions 
are important, there is no clear-cut sense 
of what to do about them. So we are back 


re- 


cir- 


ig antiwar 


must 


to a normal state of political interest— 
practically none 

PLAYBOY: We haven'r talked about your 
own college experience. After you com- 
pleted your wartime tour of duty and 
were shipped home— 

HELLER: Shipped is right. I was so terrified 
оп my last few missions, I made a vow 
that if I got out of the war alive, 1 would 
never go up in an airplane again. The 
guys who were in a hurry to get home 
flew back across the Atk 
for a boat. 

PLAYBOY. How long did your 
vow last? 

HELLER: Until 1960, when I got stuck on 
a train for 24 homs. Suddenly, falling 
out of the sky didn’t seem like such an 
objectionable alternative. 

PLAYBOY: What happened next, after you 
were literally shipped home? 

HELLER: ] met my wife, got married, cun- 
tered college on the GI Bill, did gradu- 
ate work at Columbi 
began writing seriously. And reading. 
PLAYBOY: After reading something you 
liked. did you find yourself saying. "I 
wish Са written that"? 
HELLER: No, but with some authors I 
found myself . "I could have writ- 
ten that if I'd thought of it.” 

PLAYBOY: For instance? 

HELLER: I felt I could have uen the 
plays of Clifford Odets. Unfortunatel 
Odets had already written those plays. 
PLAYBOY: Odets? That's not your style! 
HELLER: I didn't have my style then. 
PLAYBOY. But you were being published. 
Even as an undergraduate, your Esquire 
ad Atlantic stories made you one of the 
country’s most promising young writers. 
HELLER: Those stories were written while 
I was taking a a e-writing course at 
YU in 1946. After the war, everyone 
who could write dialog was copying 
Ernest Hemingway and John O'H: 
1 everyone who couldn't was copying 
Trwin Shaw. It took more talent to copy 


wiiflying 


PLAYBOY: Imitative of whom? 

HELLER: ing New Yorker-type 
stories, stories by Jewish writers about 
Jewish life in Brooklyn. By the time I 
as a senior coliege, I'd done a little 
g and I began to suspect that 
literature was more serious. more inter- 
esting than analyzing an endless string 
of Jewish families in the Depression. T 
could sce that type of writ goi 
to go out of style. 1 wanted to write some 
thing that was very good and I had noth- 
ing good to write. So I wrote nothing. 
PLAYBOY. Did you formally "give up w 
ing.” or was it a day 
HELLER: I formally gave up writing those 
i ies. In fact, I haven't. written 
a single short story since. But I formally 
began looking for a novel that I could 
consider important. 


more read 


y thing? 


PLAYBOY: You mean you didn't come 
home from World War Two with Catch- 
22 rattling around in your head? 

HELLER: As I've said, Catch22 wasn't 
really about World War Two. It was 
bout Amer g the Cold 
. duri and abour 
the possibility of a Vietnam. I didn't get 
the idea for Catch-22 until ] ha 
many more writers. Louis-Ferdi 
ines Journey lo the End of the Night 
was the book thar touched it off. C 
did things with time and structure aud col- 
loquial speech I'd never experienced be- 
Tore, and 1 found those new experiences 
pleasurable. lı was unlike reading Joyce. 
ho did things I'd never seen but that 
weren't pleasurable. 
PLAYBOY: How did 
oll Gatch-22? 
HELLER: I was lying in bed, thinking about 
Céline, when suddenly the opening lines 
of Catch-22 came to me: “It was love 
at first sight. The first time he saw the 
chaplain, Blank fell madly in love with 
him." I didn't come up with the name 
Yossarian until later, and the chap! 
wasn’t necessarily an Army chaplain. Не 


ne's book touch 


could have been a prison chaplain. Ideas 
of plot, pace, chara 
tumbled out th 


cter, style and tone all 
t night, pretty much the 
ppeared in the book. 
The next morning, at work, I wrote out 
the whole first chapter and sent it to my 
who sold it to 


п chapter two. 
One year later, I did. 

PLAYBOY: You're not one of the world's 
fastest writers, are you? 

HELLER: By the time I began Catch-22, I'd 
become so slow I suspected that might 
well be the only book I'd ever write. 
PLAYBOY: [s one of the reasons for your 
breath-taking lack of speed the fact that 
you insist on doing all your own editing? 
HELLER: Ш it weren't for fact t 
practically none of my own editing, Vd 
never finish anything at all. As 1 submit 
sections of a manuscript to my c 
Bob Gottlieb, I indicate areas that mi 
be cut. Then we discuss them and a de- 
cision is reached. 1 з the ideal situ- 
ation for me, because without an editor 
I could trust, I'd still be in the middle of 
Something Happened, cutting out a sec- 
tion one week. putting it back the ne: 
getting nowhere. I'm a chronic fiddle 
PLAYBOY: Don't you think this business 
about lines "coming to you in bed" is 
her unusual? 
HELLER: Ys, 
PLAYBOY: Did Something Happened start 
out that way, too? 

HELLER: No, I was sitting in a cli 
the opening lines of Something Нар 
pened came to me. 

PLAYBOY: And where was that ch: 
HELLER: On Five Island. Calch- 
been ош for а while and was doin 


when 


pretty 
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well bur wasn't near the best-seller lists. 
I wanted to quit my job writing promo- 
tional copy, but I had а wife and two 
kids to support. [wanted to do another 
novel but had no ideas. I worried. 
Then two sentences came to me: "In the 
office. which I work, there are fi 
people of whom I am afraid. Each of 
these five is afraid of four people.” In a 
dream, a kind of controlled reverie, I 
quickly developed the character, the 
mood of anxiety, the beginning, the end 
па most of the middle of Something 
Happened. And Y knew Bob Slocum, 
my protagonist, intimately. Eventually, 
better opening line came to me: 
get the willies when I see closed doors," 
and I wrote the first chapter around that 
line. But I kept the original to lead off 
the second part. 

PLAYBOY: Do your closing lines come to 
you the same way your opening lines do? 
HELLER: Yes. The closing line of Catch-22 
came to me on a bus. 

PLAYBOY: How about the clos 
Something Happened? 

HELLER: For six years. I had what T 
thought was going to be the closing line 
of Something Happened on an index 
card. The line was, “I am a сом 
PLAYBOY: “I am 
HELLER: It seemed good at the time and, 
besides, Т can't start 
а closing line. 
PLAYBOY: Have you a new book in mind? 
HELLER: Several prospective openings have 
come to me. But I've been too busy to 
develop them. 

PLAYBOY: Would you be willing to try 
some possible openings on us? 

HELLER: All right. People have always 
asked me what happened to Dunb: 
character who disappeared in Catch 
That question intrigues me, so I con 
dered writing a novel that would be 
woke up with his mame 
on the door and a Bigelow on the floor 
and wondered how he had got there.” It 
was going to be a novel about amne: 
It went nowhere. 
PLAYBOY: Any others? 
wetter: "Ehe kid, they s 
a manger, but frankly, 1 have my 
doubts." I liked that line for a while, 
but nothing came of it, cither. 
PLAYBOY: Can you produce 


ne of 


cow 


y. was born in 


these on 


command? 
HELLER: I have to be bored. I'm going to 


Mexico lor a couple of wecks with the 
hope of achieving perfect boredom. New 
York is distracting. I suffer from а nerv- 
ous impulse that makes me find excuses 
to call my publisher. 

PLAYBOY: Since Something Happened 
опе of the biggest money-makers Knopf 
has ever had, they must always be glad 
to hear from you. Why would you need 
an excuse to call them? 


HELLER: I 
I can never bi 
true nature of the 
PLAYBOY: Which is? 

HELLER: To prevent them from forgetting 
about me. 

PLAYBOY: Don't you think that’s a some- 
what unrealistic fear? 

HELLER: J don't think so. I also fear that 
day will go by in which nobody in the 
whole country buys a copy of the book. 1 
once mentioned this to the people at 
Knopf and they laughed, as though such 
a thing were totally out of the question. 
But 1 need constant reassurance that my 
publisher remembers me and that Ameri- 
cans are still buying books. 

PLAYBOY: Desides striving to achieve per- 
fect boredom, you're teaching. Why? Pre- 
sumably, you don't need the money. 
HELER: 1 reach fiction writing at City 
College in New York to students who 
either very interested or drop the course. 
I believe I'm known as 
Money is no longer a p 
tion, but I enjoy the feedback T get 
from the better stude: 
PLAYBOY: For some r 
ficulty relating to the 
Heller still grades papers. 

HELLER: That strikes me as а little fishy. 
too. 
PLAYBOY: Ha 


lways need 


n excuse, because 
g myself to reveal the 
1. 


Joseph 


сс you considered 


up 


teaching so you could spend more time 


on your writing: 
HELLER: If D gave up teaching. I would 
have no time at all for writing, When 
as working on Gaich la de- 
g job during the day. I was too 
tired to go out at night, so I wrote 
Catch: 


PLAYBOY: You wrote Catch-22 in the 
evenings? 
HELLER: I spent two or three hours a night 


on it for eight years. I gave up once and 
started watching television with my wife. 
Television drove me back to Catch-22. 1 
couldn't ima 
night when they weren't writing novels. 
PLAYBOY: You're not into TV, then 
HELLER: There's nothing I like on tele- 
n. I used to watch ball 
PLAYBOY: Arc you a sports fan? 

HELLER: Not anymore. My wile and T went 
through a period of going to hockey 
games. We haven't done that for a while. 
PLAYBOY: When was the last time? 

HELLER: Nineteen fifty-four. 
PLAYBOY: How about football, baseball, 
basketball? 

HELLER: I'm not a football fan, but I was 
1 of the football strike last year. 
PLAYBOY: Were you sympathetic with the 
players’ demands? 

HELLER: І never found out what their de- 
mands were. D just like it when things 
erupt. Thats why I was sorry to see 
Nixon resign. Impeachment, like the 
football strike, was a pleasant change in 


пе what Americans did at 


the news. Otherwise, irs just laws and 
g and losing, clections and 
touchdowns. 1 like it better when some- 
thing happens. 

PLAYBOY. What would you do with your 
time now if you weren't teadh 
HELLER: I'd probably run amuck in Rome 
When a writer is between books, he 
needs responsibility to keep him from 
making a fool of himself, Authors go 
through а period of craziness between 
books. Some invest in uranium stock, 
others change wives and agents. Some 
commit suicide. It's worse when youre 
young. Luckily, I was 38 and pretty well 
set in my ways when Catch-22 came out. 
I had a good job and a nice apartment. 
If Td been, sa n a cold- 
water flat, е would have 
broken up. I would have bought an es- 
tate in East Hampton I couldn't afford 
and, to рау for it, I would have started 
second novel 100 soon. 

PLAYBOY: Do you think success is more 
damaging to a writer than failure? 
HELLER: Both are difficult to endure. 
with success come drugs, divorce, fon 
cation, bullying, travel, meditation, med 
cation, depression, neurosi 
With failure comes failure. 
PLAYBOY: In balance, which is more bene- 
ficial to one’s spiritual health? 

lure. 

Which do you prefer personally? 
HELLER: Success, 

PLAYBOY: Do you have any unfulfilled 
ambitions? 
HELLER: Most of the things I've wanted 
in life I've either gonen or stopped want- 
ing. Catch-22 fulfilled all my fantasi 
but two: It didn't make me rich and it 
wasnt on the New York Times best- 
seller list. But in critical and popular es- 
teem. it exceeded my wildest dreams. 
PLAYBOY: Do you ever tire of readi 
rereading your own work? 

HELLER: No, I learn a lot from reading 
my work aloud, as I do on college cam- 
puses. I read sections of Something Hap- 
pened at the University of Michigan 
recently and learned that for it to have 
remained a best seller as long as it has, 
it must be reaching a wider, older audi- 
ence than Calch-22. 1 got a great response 
from the students with those passages 
dealing with Slocum's children. But dur- 
ing parts about his office, 
old age, there was silence. The аце 
was there, but the magic was gone. 
PLAYBOY: During the 12 years it took to 
write Something Happened, you were no 
longer working as an adman, so pre 
sumably you wrote during the day. What 
was your schedule like? 

HELLER: I wrote for two or three hours 
in the morning, then went to a gym to 
work ош. Jd ha lunch alone at a 
counter, go back to the apartment and 


and living 


my ma 


and suicide. 


запа 


ion 


= The Bacardi Driver. 
A Zippier than a screwdriver 
//| апаѕеаѕуаѕ1, 2,3. 


5 

= \ 3. Squeeze and drop in 

e a wedge of fresh lime or 
2 lemon. 

$ LI GHT-D RY \ Now you're ready for 

z Y some zippy sippin'. 

z — { Because smooth ol’ 

5 Bacardi and that hint of 
R lime or lemon really turn 
E 1. Splash 114 oz. on the OJ. The Bacardi 
E Ў Bacardi lightrum over 2. Pour on lots of ice cold Driver tastes terrific. And 
x f ice in a tall glass. orange juice. it couldn't be easier. 

g ] 

E SItvER LABEL 


osten a eta 
BACARDI CORI 
АМОР 
Bo PRO! 


E x The mixable опе 


PLAYBOY 


72 


work some morc. Sometimes I'd lie down 


and just think about the book all after- 
noon—daydream, if you will. In the 
ings. Id often go to dinner w 


PLAYBOY: We've heard that you and your 
nds invented led Scapegoat 


xls—George Man- 
rio Puzo and some others—re- 
signed a b 
deck of cards. It's 


good gambling game. 


PLAYBOY: Did уоп, in fact, play 
fanatically? 
HELLER: 1 don't know what you'd call 


fanatic. We'd stay up all night three or 
four times a week- 
PLAYBOY: AUS what we'd call апас. 
HELLER: We were all writing novels at the 
time. It was a good release. 

PLAYBOY: Would you tell us how it’s 
played? 

HELLER: No. 

PLAYBOY: Most writers will do anything 
for money hefore they become successful; 
e the screenplay for Sex 
v Catch- 


but you rew 
and the Single Girl afi 
out. Why? 

HELLER: For the money. They paid me 
$5000 a week. I wish somebody would 
offer me $5000 a week to work on some 
thing right now. I'd take it. 

PLAYBOY: Did you work on any other 
films? 

HELLER: Dirty Dingus Magi 
Royale. Charley Feld 
nervous жаз 
Royale and he traveled all over the coun 
try. hiring writers to do various scenes. 
He wanted to make sure he had enough 
. Woody Allen later told me tha 
ad I both did versions of the same 
scene. 

PLAYBOY: Few film makers have the lux 
ury of choosing the Woody Allen or the 
Joseph Heller vers Which 
one ended up in th 
HELLER: Neither. Feldman threw them both 
out. 

PLAYBOY: What was it like working on 
Sex and the Single Girl? 

HELLER: Tt was an enriching experience, 
Natalie Wood didn't want to do the p 
ture, but she owed it to Warner Bros. on 
а three-film deal. And Tony Curtis need- 
ed the money to settle a divorce, "That's 
what I like best about the movie indus- 


came 


and Casino 
n, a nice but very 


mai Casino 


producing 


1 of а scen 


movie? 


ry: the id idealism 
PLAYBOY: Did vou participate in the 
film versi 22 

se D was experienced 


ing to have virtually 
22 would become 
ticipated 


enough in film n 
no hope that Gatch 
a good film. Aud if I had ра 


making it, 1 would have been compelled 
to 


arc how it turned out, So I refused 
nerous screenplay offers 

PLAYBOY: Did you like the film? 
HELLER: It was OK, but I can 


never get 


the image of Buck Henry, who did the 
screenplay, out of my mind. I imagine 

a tearing through a dog-earcd copy of 
the book while moaning, "Oy. vay. there's 
» plot here!" But when they were get 
ig ready to shoot, І became friendly 
Arkin and Mike Nich 
They were so concemed about doing 
"justice" to the book—which is. ol 
course, impossible in any fihn—that T 


found myself rooting for them. 
PLAYBOY: But the picture bombed. Do 


you think it deserved its bad reviews? 
HELLER: 1 think if the same film had been 
foreign, im black and white, it 
stars and based on an unknown novel. it 
would have been a major critical success. 
This is not a comment оп the quality of 
the film but on the consistency of film 
review 
PLAYBOY: Do t there an 
exceptional thrill in seeing your work 
performed? 

HELLER: [Us intoxicating, 
ppeals to the 
Tanatomy, I love it. 

PLAYBOY: Your play, We Bombed in New 
Haven. opened to worshipful review 
Several critics called it the most. impor- 
tant play of the Sixties — 

HELLER: And the Seve 
PLAYBOY: lut it w: 
success. Why? 
HELLER: Because it made people feel 
guilty, made them accessories to murder. 
People like to walk ош of a theater 
feeling virtuous. 

PLAYBOY: Do you admire the work of any 
writers in particular? 
HELLER: Hawkes. Barth, 


misleading. It 


ties. 


not а commercial 


Céline, 


Beckett, 


Tm alternativ 
tween one Dickens novel, or biog 
of Dickens. and one contemporary book 
а year 1 did that with Jane Austen. 
The year before that, Henry James. 
PLAYBOY: Sounds as if you're catchi 
on your schoolwork. 

HELLER: When I was in school, 1 had 
cither taste nor patience. Now at least 
I have patience. 

PLAYBOY: How, iu your view, does contem- 
porary American fiction stack up against 
that of other countries, other periods? 
HELER: The health of Ame 1 litera- 
ture is excellent, Unlike the movie busi. 
which cannot make money with 
us works, there is enough of a mar. 


up 


nes, 
ке 


ket for good literature in this county to 
novelists who are 
ded. 1 would put Up 
Mailer, 


support mam not 
commercially 
icever, Vonnegut, Bellow 
Roth. Styr 
Pynchon and Hawkes in tl 
And ihi perhaps 15 
haven't ned. who will never sp 
to me again. There is a reading pu 
in Americi that wants good, challeng- 
ing books. That public is one of our na- 
tional treasures, 


PLAYBOY: What about the rest of the 
reading public and the "popular" au 
thors they support? 
HEUER: There are two kinds of people 
doing what we'll call popular haion 
One kind is the hack, the producer of 
ick pornography, quick mysteries—op. 
portunistic books, The hack knows he 
is writing junk. The other kind may not 
be an “intellect writer but believes 
at he or she is producing works that 
s anything that has ever 
been written. This type of writer puts as 
much effort into the work as Beckett or 
M or any conscientious wr 
The readers of that type of book are not 
to be looked down upon, either. Theyre 
reading what, to them, is good literature. 
PLAYBOY: What authors would you put 
ito this cat 
HELLER: Га rather nor 
PLAYBOY: Oh, go ahead. 


loes. 


ames, 


Erich Se 


1. hw 


PLAYBOY: Do 


you—or did 
any of them personally? 


HELLER: I know Irving Wallace. He mi 


you—know 


not write the type ol book L enjoy read 
the 


but he starts work at six in 
ng and puts as much effort 
y imo his type of book as I put 
into mine. Anyone who wants to usurp 
Wallace's position with ular 
readers is, literally, рой 
up preuy carly in the morning. 
PLAYBOY: Have you read Loc 
Valley of the Dolls 

неше: No, but 1 know people who read 
Love Story and were moved by it. They 
might have been embarrassed 
but there apparently was something in 
that book—a legitimate reading experi 
ence—that I can almost guarantee was 
quite dillicult for Segal to achieve. The 
proof is that it is not as e 
these people as it loc 
self can't seem to do it. I know a woman 
who was envious of Susann's success, felt 
she was brighter, more talented, and 
tried 10 w Valley of the Dolls type 
of novel. In spite of a lavish advertising 
campaign, the book did not succeed. The 
more int is likely to have 
a hack attitude toward that type of story 
and not spend enough time with char- 
1 dei 
t about your old friend 


ing. 


morn 


ener 


Story or 


terward, 


IE 


did not sell, Mario did attempt to write 
а popular book and succeeded, But The 
Godfather was not ап imitation of any 


particular author or style, and I don't 
believe he approached the work with a 
condescending. attitude. Perhaps he is 


n exception 
PLAYBOY: Have you ever at 
hackwork? 

HELLER: When 
publishing 
ured In 


npted any 


І was an undergraduate 
the Atlantic for S200, I fi 
ht as well publish in Good 


Housekeeping for $1500. So I tried to 
write what were then called women's 
stories and never came close. I'd send off 
first drafts with the feeling 1 was doing 
hackwork, whereas the people who were 
writing good Good Housekeeping stories 
were rewriting them eight, ten, I2 times 
PLAYBOY: Could you select опе theme 
that you think connects all your writi 
HELLER: The two novels are so different. 
I put everything I knew about the ex- 
ternal world into Catch-22 and every- 
thing I knew about the interior world 
into Something Happened. But in both 
books I am concerned with the closeness 


of the rational to the irrational mind, 
the location of reality 

PLAYBOY: Reality is particularly difficult 
to locate in Something Happened. For 
example, in the scene in which Slocum 
discusses his problems with a psychiatrist 
Afterward, the reader discovers that there 
is no psychiaurist 

HELLER: Slocum tells the psychiatrist. he 
never has hallucinations. The psychia 
trist replies, “What would you call this? 
PLAYBOY: In mapping tha 
tween rational and irrational, you often 
employ humor. Why? 

HELLER: I'm inclined to be serious about 
most matters, yet jokes keep coming to 
mind. This disturbs me. 

PLAYBOY: Why? 

HELLER: Because humor comes too casily 
and I'm suspicious of things that come 
casily. 

PLAYBOY: Your conversation seems si 


boundary he 


lar 
in the sense that it ca 


to your writing, 


reens between the м nd the farci. 
cal. Could this be “the Heller style"? 
HELLER: Perhaps. . . . Perhaps there is 
more truth in that than J realize. 1 wasn't 
aware that Catch-22 was a funny book 
until 11 augh while read- 
ing it. The experience was pleasant but 
also unseuling. As J said, I'm suspicious 
of comedy. 

PLAYBOY: Do you consider comedy trivial? 
HELLER: Yes. ] can spend an evening with 
the best comedian and love every second. 
have a very good evening, but it's not 
going to affect me or change my life. 
PLAYBOY: And that's your definition of 
triviality—whether or not something 
changes your lile? 

HELLER: A good novel will permanently 
alter the way I think. Nothing else docs 


jous 


xl someone 


that for me. 
PLAYBOY- Earlier, while disclaiming 
sponsibility for soldiers in Vietnam who 
deserted after reading Catch-22, vou said 
one book couldn't shape an attitude or 
an action, Now you seem to be co 
tradicting yoursell 

HELLER: І don't believe one book could 
convince a “good soldier" to go over the 
hill. Perhaps onc book could convince а 


soldier who was thinking of it anyway, 
and perhaps а group of books could, over 
a period of time, completely change 
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mcone's way of thinking to an extent 
that would be impossible after reading. 
only one book. But one book can change 
or expand my way of perceiving the 
world. A comedy routine cannot. 
PLAYBOY: When you say one book, do 
you mean only fiction, or do you read 
nonfiction, too? 

HELLER: TII read a nonfiction piece about 
something I’m interested i 
newspaper. 

PLAYBOY: Are you interested 
Jou m з art form? Wh 
opinion of Tom Wolfe's style? 
HELLER: I used to read Tom Wolfe 
York Herald Tribune and w 
vare he had a style. He writes 
pout interesting subjects, so his work is 


interesting, But for me, reading non- 
fiction is like going to the movies. 


PLAYBOY: How much did you and Gott- 
lieb cut out of Something Happened? 
HELLER: About 150 pages. 
PLAYBOY: And from Сас! 
HELLER: № 
PLAYBOY: V 
HELLER: Adjectives 
PLAYBOY: Gatch-22 is a big, third-person 
novel in which you had 60 very different 
characters to play around with. But i 
Something Happened, everything is re 
lated through Bob Slocum, a psychic 
cripple. Didn't you feel cramped working 
through such a limited. persona? 

HELLER: T. S. Eliot said that when one is 
forced to write within a certain frame 
work, the is taxed to its 
utmost and will produce its richest ideas. 
Gi total freedom, work is likely 
to sprawl. 

PLAYBOY: You spent cight years working 
on а book you though! was going to bc 
called Gatch-18, then just before publica 
tion, you were told to find another num- 
ber, Did you take it hard? 

HELLER: 1 was heartbroken. 1 thought 18 
the only number. lt wok two weeks 
lect 22, I don't like to rush into 


al was i 


PLAYBOY: When did you know that you'd 
ade it? 

HELLER: Made what? 

itus. 

HELLER: I knew Id achieved something 
the first time someone Td heard of but 


et invited me to a party by na 
all the famous people who were going 
that those 


ited at le; 
partly ou the basis that Z would be thei 
PLAYBOY: Any other times? 

HELLER: Yes, when 1 bought a car recently. 
I didn't haggle, but if I had. I felt I could 
have gotten a sizable discount. 

PLAYBOY: Just because уоште Joseph 
Heller? 

HELLER: No, because I'm a friend of Mario 
Puzo. I had to go around shaking hands 
with all the Ital dlesmen. Status isn’t 
all ies and caviar. 


an 


PLAYBOY: The title of Caich-22 passed. 
7 concept. 
How do you feel when you see and hear 
it in everyday life 
HELLER: Good, proud. Ag; 
thing that 
stincis—an 


in, that is some- 
als to one's basest 
appeal 1, onc, find 
esistible. But I don't always like the 
people who use Catch-22 or the way it 
mes St. Clair. Nixon's attorn 
tied to get away with it before the 
Supreme Court. He made the argument 
that you can impeach a President only if 
you have evidence that he committed a 
Grime, but you cant collect criminal 
evidence against a President. One of the 
m and say, 
“Wait a minute, You lose me there.” 
PLAYBOY: Do you think Catch-22 is а 
lical book? 
HELLER: Its si 


for 


ture is mo lical u 
the content. The morality is rather 
orthodox—almost medieval. With the 
exception of the aforementioned "appre- 
ciation of lechery," the seven basic vii 


tues and seven deadly sius are all 
proper place. 
PLAYBOY: How about Something Hap- 


pened? Would you consider that radical? 
HELLER: Yes, but again, only in structure. 
The first and third person are fused in a 
way Гус never se 
compressed into almost a solid substance. 
PLAYBOY: Most of the reviews of Some- 
thing Happened were quite good. But 
some were tei 
HELLER: App: 
people like 
PLAYEOY: W the rev 
worse than you expected? 

HELLER: Three out of four were favor- 
able—better than I expected, 1 think 
most of the negative reviews and most of 
the positive reviews were good. 

PLAYBOY: How can a bad re 
HELLER: Most negative reviewers. either 
found the book repetitious or found 
Slocum not a sulliciently interesting 
character to warrant such a detailed ex- 
amination. Those are valid opinions 
he reviewers analyzed the book ca 
fully. Thats all any author can ask and 
far than authors receive. 
Pravwoy published the only review I 
think of as being snotty. It wasn't really 
a review, just graph that dismi 
the book in an insulting way. 
PLAYBOY: The New York Review of Books 
accused you of ow aml; 
It said Something 
sequel to Galch-22, a sort of Everyman 
in w acc. 


п before, and time is 


better ог 


ew be good? 


more most 


and р 
That review, along 
‚ couldn't resist the tempi 
‚ам 


with some 


on to 


compare the two wo together, 
to War and Peace. They stid Catch 
was perhaps the definitive book abou 
war, but that Something Happened was 


nol the defini 


it wasn't my hypothesis that Slocum 
the Everyman of his generation, In 
I'd never write a book in which the I 
ing character was not a very distinct 
personality. I've said many times that I 
thought Slocum was perhaps the most 
contemptible character in all literature 
Yet people have found him pathetic, 
even sympathe hi All 
these reviewers now claim to have loved 
Catch-22. Where were they when that 
book came out? 

PLAYBOY: At least The ‚ Yoo 
consistent. Its. ewer ed both books. 
HELLER: Consistency may be overrated as 
a virtue. 

PLAYBOY: There's never much physical 
description. in your writing. Is it that 
you don't want to distract the reader or 


surprises 


Ne 


т was 


that you think descriptive writing 
trivial? 
like 
who 
t powers of obs 1 just 
don't seem to respond to visual stimulus 


1 once told my editor I couldn't write 
good descriptive metaphor if my life 
depended on it. Every once in a while, 
I беше I'd better put in some visual 
description, but a flushed face and white 
shingles are usually as far as I get. Re- 


cently, someone told me my nephew has 
blue eyes, 1 said I'd never noticed. The 
boy is 28 years old 

PLAYBOY: "here minor characte 


Catch-22 named Scheisskopl At 


one 
point, someone refers to him as a Shit- 


head, with à capi 
is Gt 
pun, though it looks 
letter were a typo; 
that intentional? 
HELLER: Yes, and you're the first one to 
comment on it. Гуе waited М years for 
someone to pick that up. I've blabbed it 
to a couple of people myself. but nobody's 
А about it. 

PLAYBOY: Are there any 
undetected jokes in Catch-222 
HELLER: There is onc mor 
PLAYBOY: Any chance you'll tell us what 
it is? 

HELLER: No chance at all. 

PLAYBOY: Catch-22 has been translated 
nto all the Western and many Eastern 
languages. Is there a special pleasure in 
knowing you are read world-wide? 
HELLER: Yes, but theres a certain queasi- 
ness that goes with it. I can never be 
sure about what's in those foreign cdi- 
ons. They look like Gatch-22, but who 
rather unset 


се Scheisskop] 
ad, it works like 
i the capi 
phical error. Was 


ask 


other so-fi 


knows? I got a g lener 
soon after the book came out. It said: 
“L am translating your novel Carch-22 
ito Finnish. Would you please expl 
me one tli ıs Catch- 
ааш find. 
assistant 


Startsomething 


ДЇ 
ишн 


n 


Na Ry | 
t TUM rre: 


withWolfschmid 
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in Helsinki could not explain. exactly." 
I suspect the book lost a great deal in 
its Finnish translation. 

PLAYBOY. You've been married to your 
first and only wife for nearly 30 years. To 
what do you attribute this unusually 
successful marriage? 

HELLER: I didn't say it was successful. May- 
be we just don't quit e: I know 
many pcople whose marriages have ended 
for reasons that I don't think are serious. 
enough. If everyone were to end а mar- 


or moods or 
most по таті 


temporary 
ge would 


attractions, 
survive. 
PLAYBOY: Slocum says he would leave his 
wile if she had an affair. Would you? 
HEUER: That falls into the realm of 
magined experience. 

PLAYBOY: Can you ine leaving her? 
HEUER: T think you may now be slipping 
о the tendency to assume that а novel 
is a personal statement rather than а 
work of literature. Something Happened 
seems to invite this sort of thing. While 
my agent, Candida Donadio, who knows 
me as well as I know myself, was reading 
Something Happened, she found herself 
continually saying, 
that!” 1 had to keep reminding her it 
was fiction. Now that we're back on the 
topic of sex, ЇЇ have to remind you to 
ask another question. 

PLAYBOY: OK. In Something Happened, 
Slocum says he can’t run olf with a 19- 


year-old girl because after two hours he 
won't have anything to say to her. He 
claims he is unable to fall in love and 


that is what keeps his marriage together. 
Is that your feeling. too? 
HELLER: 1 would generalize and say that 
my tion, like Slocum's, keeps me 
from making foolish mistakes. 
PLAYBOY: Slocum says his fantasies 
worth while only as long as he rem 
inert. Do you have any cherished 
tasies you feel would be ruined if y 
acted upon them? 
HELLER: Shirley and I often discuss mov 
to the south of France. But then I sta 
thinking about getting a new drivers 
license, and what will happen when it 
gets cold and we have no one to talk 
to? And what are we going to do if we 
i? end up 
ke to a city that 
I know pretty well among people Е 
know pretty well, and the only place on 
carth that fits that description is Man- 
hattan. But the south of France continues 
to be an appealing fantasy for us as long 
we do nothing about it. 
PLAYBOY: Have you any fantasies that are 
closer to home? 
HELLER: Well, sometimes I u about 
moving out of the city, but it always 
takes the form of going to New Hamp- 
shire and living next door to J. D. 
Salinger. But, of course, if that happened, 
Salinger would immediately move to 


are 


ve 


Montana. There I'd be, stuck out in the 


country with nobody to talk to. 


PLAYBOY: You claim you're fond of young 
people, yct you once locked your daugh- 
ter out of the apartment. Why? 
HELLER: That was during my Pizza Period, 
when I didn’t let any people in unless 
they were bringing me a pizza. 

PLAYBOY: We've heard that you have an 
insatiable appetite. Is it true that some 
of your closest friends, members of the 
famous Gourmet Club, call you T 


HELLER: И% not а club and we are not 
members. But, yes. the nonmembers do 
call me that. 

PLAYBOY: You are apparently quite an 
expert on food. In the February Playboy 
Interview, Mel Brooks, а fellow Gourmet 
Club nonmember, quotes you as saying 
that 1000 years ago, there may have been 
egg in cgg creams. 

MEER. I belong to the catastrophist 
school of egg-cream history, whereas Mel 
a steady-state theorist. When Mel is 
in New York, we spend a lot of time 
together searching for egg creams. 
PLAYBOY: Yossarian was orally fixated and, 
in Something Happened, Slocum sees the 
deterioration of American in terms 
of food. Nothing tastes as good as it 
used to. He remembers the day he found 
out about a former girlfriend's suicide 
by recalling not his sorrow but the taste 
of the sandwich he ate afterward. Do you 
share the oral fixations of your two 
protagonists? 

HELLER: Possibly. But I also believe that 
young people today will never know 
the taste of a good seeded roll or a mel- 
low roll. They will never know good ice 
cream, good butter, good whipped 
cream—the stuff they spray out of cans 
isn't whipped and isn't crcam. This is a 
asure of the deterioration of 
standard of livi: 
PLAYBOY: How did 
start? 

HELLER: Thirteen years ago, Ngoot Lec, 
the famous Chinese advertising man, 
began cooking dinner for a group of us 
once a week. Then Ngoot became suc- 
cessful and decided cooking put him in 
a subservient position, so we began going 
to Chinese restaurants instead. 

PLAYBOY: We didn't know there were any 
famous Chinese айтеп, 

HELLER: Ngoot cunningly hides his nation- 
ality by speaking Yiddish. 

PLAYBOY: We've talked about your devo- 
tion to food. Are you a drinker? 

HELLER: Yes, but never alone. If I'm at a 
party, TI drink all night. I'm known as 
a nice drunk, I get very funny. 

PLAYBOY: Do you think most writers like 
to drink? 

HELLER: I can’t speak for most writers. But 
most people I know who are writers 
don't like to drink as much as I do. 
PLAYBOY: Arc you into any other drugs? 


net Club 


HELLER: No, and I don't think drugs are 
valuable to a. writer. "They might distort 
your perceptions in a way that enables 
you to sce more, but the abi 


the very acute discip! 
be що 


PLAYBOY: Іп color? 
HELLER: No, black and white. 

PLAYBOY: Have you used your dreams in 
your work? 

HELLER: Almost all of Slocum's dreams 
my own: ones in which he must get fro 
d can't; he's i 
s to take a test, but he can't 
от. Freud himself had a 
am about not being able to 
pass an exam. When I was teaching at 
Penn State, I used to dream I was in the 
classroom with I5 minutes left and 1 
couldn't think of a single thing to say. 
It was terrifying. 
PLAYBOY: What else terri 
believe in hell—or God? 
HELER: I don't care il ther 
not. 

PLAYBOY: What 


ind h; 


school 
find the cl 


a 


єз you? Do you 


"s a God or 


if Ralph Nader came 
up with a scientific study that proved 
there was a God and a heaven and а hell? 
Would that alter your behavior? 

HELLER: No. The experience of life is 
more important than the experience of 
eternity. Life is short. Eternity never 
runs out. 

PLAYBOY: Is there any special way you'd 
like to be . . . remembered? 

HELLER: Remembered? In order to under- 
stand that question, am I to assume you 
have cuphemistically deleted the word 
death? 

PLAYBOY: We were hoping you wouldi 
notice. 

HELLER: It is impossible to predict or con- 
trol how you will be remembered alter 
your death. In that way, dying is like 
having children: You never know w 
will come out. In Beckett's Endgame, he 
asks his parents, in effect, “Why did you 
have me?” and the father replies, “We 
didn't know it would be yo 
PLAYBOY: Yossarian wants to “live forever 
or die in the attempt,” and Slocum wants 
to “outlive the Roe Do you fear 
death? 

HELER: I fear death, nursing homes and 
vaccinations. 

PLAYBOY: Snowden's secret, which Yossa 
an learned when the young gunner's guts 
slithered out through a flak wound over 
Avignon, was that "the sp 


y I look upon rootcanal work 
Everyone else seems to get through it 
all right, so it couldn't be too difficult 


for me. 


WHAT SORT OF MAN READS PLAYBOY? 


He's a young man who regularly travels first class even on weekend jaunts. His above-average 
income allows him above-average opportunity for the pursuit of pleasure. And his pleasure guide 
is PLAYBOY. Fact: PLAYBOY is read by nearly 40% of all men 18-34 who earn in excess of $15,000 
a year. More young, affluent men than any other magazine. Obviously, for advertisers of 
leisure-time products and services, PLAYBOY is right on the money. (Source: 1974 Simmons.) 
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fiction 
By PETER LARS SANDBERG 


LARGE HANDS trembling, Jack Burton Doyle, 43, 
opened his trip log, balanced it carefully on his 
lap, wrote in pencil: 


15 September, Angusport, Nova Scotia—sea- 
coast fishing village—R.V. parked with full 
hookup top of steep "Angusport Hill.” 
Weather: clear, crisp. Five minutes ago, 1:40 
м, heard (or damn well thought 1 heard) 
female mayday over С.В. rad 
Responded repeatedly, but no farther 
Had definite sense someone was 
ng but could not raise him. Maybe 
did not want to get involved. Her call spe- 
cifically as I read it: “Help, help me, please 
help. . . ." Voice definitely young. Excellent 
5 x 5 copy, no static (Angusport Basc?). 
Background engine noise could have been 
ler; but most of those people talk 
some kind of Canuck French. Festival week 
rades, replica schooner 
- Possibilities (1) some- 
ion, fantasy, 
whiskey dream; or (3) legitimate mayday, 
someone in trouble 


sed, touched the tip of his pencil to his 
dded: 


So what does Doyle do now??? 


For openers, he poured himself a drink. 
He had read in his tour guide that in 1815, 
one of the inland valleys of Nova Scotia had 


had he really heard the girl's mayday call 
on his ¢.b., or was it a whiskey dream? т 
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suffered an unprecedented. invasion of 
mice. The mice had arrived without 
warning in carly May and had by Sep- 
tember laid such waste to the local crops 
that a near famine ensued. Doyle's own 
plagues had arrived the same way, with- 
out warning and in the spring. He had 
summed it all up one bleary night in the 
R.V. (Beacon Hill, Boston?—he liked 
hills) by printing in his trip log: 


DROPPE! 
DAUGHT 


BY EMPLOYER, DESERTED BY 
‚ DIVORCED ву WIFE. 
signed D for Dism: 


Doyle 


With his share of the money from the 
house sale he had bought the motor 
home, secondhand, from a retired 
US.A.F. pilot in Warrenville. A deluxe 
rig, 26 feet long, 8 feet wide, 1114 feet 
high, it featured a tvin-bunk bedroom 
1, toilet with tub and shower midships, 
combination kitchen-dineue forward, A 
propane refrigerator and stove, two tel 
vision. sets, ir conditioning and 
stereo throughout completed the appoint- 
ments. He had stocked its numerous cab- 
inets with the best of what Jen had left 
him, his half of their linens, flatware, 
ilver service: had laid in a store of good 


whiskey and wîne. . . . 
"What are you going to do in that 
thing?” Mark Tolliver had wanted to 


know. "Besides visit old friends, 1 mean. 
“Screw my brains out.” replied Doyle, 
whose plan had been exactly that: а way 
of getting even, he supposed. Tolliver 
had looked on wistfully when Doyle 
rolled out of Pittsburgh. (Did he know 
Jen had been sleeping all those vears 
with Russell Bird? Everyone else seemed 
10 know. Everyone except Doyle) 
Other old fiends looked on wistfully, 
100, in Wilkes Barre, Paterson, Piusfield, 
Boston. .. . Their wives, most of whom 
Doyle had never met, uniformly treated 
a as though he might be contagious- 
He discovered the phenomenon that in 
the homes of the married, unattached 
women are seldom seen. The girl hitch- 
hikers he picked up usually traveled i 
Sally teenagers in Levis and der 
h! Only child of my flesh), 
y would usually эй on the dinette 
lounge nearest the R.V. door and would, 
he drove them to their uncertain des 
tinations, answer his questions warily. 
Except for an old hooker in. Hacken- 
sack, he had managed to score exactly 
nothing in six wecks on the road. He 
hed for a wom to sleep 
alk with, react to. Married 20 
he had gone 
ny. had, he realized too Lite, come 
ke it for granted. 
nd r 


helped. Out 


He sat now in the high-backed swivel 
seat behind the wheel of the R.V.. sip 
whiskey from a china cup, liste 
attentively to the hum and buzz of his 


CB. receiver. He was а big. still-solid 
man of expanding girth. For three y 
ош of college he had been a defensive 
ineman with the Steelers (they had 
named him Blue Dog for his persistence 
on the field). He had had one fair season 
before he ripped up a heel cord and had 
to retire. The scent of a locker room 
could still make him giddy. He jogged 
when he could, lifted weights. Usually a 
eful, even fussy dresser, һе had, 
leaving Pitsburgh, taken to we: 
sweat shirts, Levis, boots, an orange sc- 
ce of a sporis coat. Already 
d begun to seem familiar, 
as had the lengthening of his reddish- 


You'd like me better now, he thought, 
not sure whether he meant Sarah or Jen. 
"Through the rear windows of his ve- 
hide he could see the outfits of the camp- 
ers: cabovers and pop-up trailers, mostly: 
one Misueam parked obliquely 
across the lot. Unuble to sleep well for 
weeks, he had been dozing fitfully in the 
early afternoon when her voice had come 
im: "Help, help me, please help..." 
That was all. Stunned with whiskey and 
gue, he had grabbed his mike and 
respondes 
“This is Blue Dog on Angusport Hill. 

1 copy your mayday. Come back." 

The receiver buzzed, clicked: for a 
moment, he was sure someone was on 
channel, listening t0 him but not reply- 
ing 

"Repeat, repeat,” he called. “This is 
Blue Dog mobile on Angusport Hill. I've 
got а good copy on your mayday. Give 
me a call." 

But she had not given 
had anyone else. 

He was parked facing east at the edge 
of the lot where the 1000-foot hill began 
its steep slope to the sea. Through the 
canted, buslike windshields of the R.V. 
he could see the parti-colored roofs of 
carly century homes, many of them newly 
and brightly painted, dropping in tiers 
of narrow, leafy streets 10 the wharves, 
where trawlers moored. А stiff 
breeze was coming up onshore. Doyle 
watched it unfurl the campground flag, 
point it his way. Fifteen minutes had 
passed since the call for help had startled 
him out of his half sleep. 

I heard it, he thought. I didn’t make 
it up. 

Itv 
he should report. 


im a call. Nor 


were 


he decided f 


lly, an incident 


The Angusport police station was lo- 
cated next to the brassworks on Q. a 
street that paralleled the waterfront, He 
arrived there shortly after two рм, 
having jogged belatedly down the hill, 
his serape am orange cape tugging at 


his throat, The station anteroom was 
jammed: native Nova Scotians, U.S. 
tourists: all apparently in for the festival. 


blue with eue smoke 


Through 


and a cacophony of dialect, Doyle shoved 
his way to the front desk as politely as 
he could. 

"I've picked up a mayday on a mobile 
C.B, receiver,” he said. “Who should I 
talk to? 

The desk se led him to a small 
office away from the anteroom. The cap- 
tain in charge, a slender French Canadi- 
in powder blue, listened while Doyle. 
poised at the edge of a chair, heart beat- 


ing now with a sense of mission, quickly 
related his story. 

You heard this call a half hour аро?” 
the captain queried. 


“About that.” Doyle admitted. "I prob. 
ably should have gotten to you sooner, 
bur T kept thinking she might come back, 
or we'd get a breaker. . ..” 

“Just the one t 


“On channel eleven?” 

"Right. She sounded as if shed man- 
aged to get 10 the mike just long enough 
to wansmit thar message: ‘Help, help 
and so on. Then it was as if so 
body yanked her away, cut her off. 

The captain nodded. "Of course, you 
know channel nine is the emergency 
channel.” 

“Sure, right. That's why I think she 
could be being held against her will. 1 
know it sounds dramatic, but she mi 


me, 


not have lı 


l time to get on nine, sce 
Maybe this guy w 
and left it on —— 
"This "guy. you say? 
Doyle shrugged 
“she sounded young; he said. "Ive 
gota sixtecu-year-old daughter and this 
one sounded about that age to me. She 
could have been hitchhiking and some 
guy with a problem, well, you know, 
could have snatched her. Believe me, 
happens.” 
The capt 
thought, Sudd 
had left in ıl 
writen h 


moni- 


1 smiled. OA. boy. Doyle 
у. he felt weak. Sarah 
middle of the night, had 
letter since. She did not 
intend, she said, 10 choose between her 
mother and him, The postmark had been 
somewhere in Oregon. No return or for- 


on 


warding address. Your fault, Jen had 
said. No. Yours. 
"p anyone confirm this transmis- 


sion: 
No. I think somebody else 
been monitoring—just a fec 
but nobody came up 

“Not much to ро оп, is it?" 

"Well, to beg 
strong transmi: 
gine 
and down— 
shing trawle 

“I don't know: I don’t think so. I've 
copied them belore, This sounded dif- 
ferent.” 

The captain touched the tips of his 
fingers together, gazed through the spot- 
less lights of his осе window. The 

(continued on page 122 


beh 


noise d it, high-pitched, up 


“Thank goodness you're safe, Grandma—it sounded as though you 
were being gobbled up by that big bad wolf!” 
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recognition of his portrait work, this was 
his first one-man show in his home 
town. And despite the fact that the ex- 
hibition was in one of the art world's 
most prestigious showcases, beautifully 
displayed in a specially constructed 
ground-floor room where thousands 
would see the pictures, it had been a long 
time coming. More important, though, 
was the fact that the pictures were the 
final, bittersweet fruit of an intense labor 
that had gone far beyond photographic 
or artistic boundaries. With the work, or 
through it, Avedon had managed to 
bridge the sad chasm that separates 
fathers and sons; while making hundreds 
of pictures of his dying father, he had 
made a belated peace with him, too. The 
portraits are, in a sense, the by-product 
of this process. They are not serene 
studies of an old saint waiting for his 
ride to paradise (old-saint pictures are 
surprisingly easy to come by) Rather, 
they are visual metaphors for the cosmic 
unfairness of death, coming along, as it 
does, full of disdain for all the sweat and 
pain of survival. The pictures discover a 
man, brimming over with time and its 
numberless imprints, confronted by the 
unthinkable irony of leaving the pro- 
found familiarity of it all—an old man, 
like Beckett's old men, very used to be- 
ng alive. 

After dinner, Avedon went back to the 
small room he uses above his studio and 
went to bed. He was scheduled to meet 
with a television-news crew at the mu- 
seum the next morning. At two in the 
morning, he woke up with severe chest 
pains. Nothing like it had ever happened 
before, yet he was not totally unpre- 
pared. At 51, his consistent good health 
and phenomenal energy had created a 
deep distrust of his body (why doesn't 
anything ever go wrong?). He immediate- 
ly called his doctor and announced that, 
as was altogether fitting and poetically 
proper, he was dying. 

An hour later, he was at the hospital. 
plugged into a piece of thinking furni- 
ture that was deciding that he had not 
had a heart attack but that he had not 
had nothing, either. Relieved enough to 
feel really awful, he settled in for the first 
three weeks of inactivity he had spent in 
his life, 

Over a week into his stay, the first re- 
view of his MOMA show appeared in the 
Sunday New York Times, In the past, the 
Times’ second-string photography cri 
had been consistently cool toward his 
portrait work, determined Гог reasons of 
his own not to take him too seriously 
(terms such as wicked fun, theatrical 
spectacle, lack of humanity and first-rate 
glamor portraitist of famous ladies are 
characteristic of his reviews), so when 
the paper arrived, Avedon put it aside, 
figuring he felt bad enough without help 
and that it was a measure of menschhood 
not to read reviews. 

Late that night, he couldn't get to 


sleep. He called in a nurse 
her to tell him some nurse stories, which 
she did, gory arabesques and starchy sex 
rampant (he has the director's talent for 
eliciting these performances). After she 
left, hc again tricd to sleep, without 
success. Finally, he switched on the bed. 
side lamp and opened the Times. The 
review was even worse than he had ex- 
pected. Among other things, the cri 
wrote that he suspected that “the subject 
is caught . .. in moments of wholly un- 
typical dopeyness,” “the effect comes 
more from the virtuoso style than from 
any real penetration of subject matter,” 
and even "the average conventional 
viewer is bound to ask what kind of son 
it could be who would take such pic- 
tures of his dying father, yet." 

Avedon folded the paper. He told him- 
self that the review didn't matter, that 
this particular critic had always got it 
wrong and probably always would. Sull, 
the review rankled enough to overpower 
his nightly sleeping pill. For better and 
often worse, the Times is the major 
arbiter of opinion in New York; Avedon 
knew how good the pictures of his father 
were, and he hated to think of people 
looking at them through a haze of sec- 
ondhand prejudice. 

Jt was three in the morning. Avedon 
lay there, staring up at the gray ceiling, 
feeling the dreaded nocturnal creature he 
calls his Wereschmuch taking over. Sud- 
denly, he got up and took the newspaper 
into the small bathroom that adjoined 
his room. He lit a match and carefully 
set fire to a corner of the paper, holding 
it at arm's length while the fire pro- 
gressed from cheery glow to slightly out- 
of-control inferno. Panicking, he stuffed 
it into the toilet. Fire billowed vole: 
cally from the bowl, filling the room with 
black smoke and flakes of charred news 
print. There he knelt, world-famous: 
glamorous person Richard Avedon, flush- 
ing the toilet again and again, forcing 
down the soggy glob of paper until he 
was elbow deep in intimate plumbing. 
Finally, with a gurgle, the cremated re- 
mains started off to sea. 

Feeling much better, he stood up and 
carefully wiped the walls clean of soot 
with damp toilet paper. The plastic seat 
had partially melted into a distinctive. 
not unpleasant shape. Thinking of all 
the rooms in the hospital commemorated 
to those who had gone on to a presum- 
ably better place, he dedicated the fire- 
warped seat to that photography critic of 
The New York Times, washed his hands 
and went peacefully to sleep. 

Four weeks later, art critic Hilton 
Kramer said in the Times, about the 
pictures: “We feel ourselves, oddly 
enough, intensely in touch with life— 
and with a side of life that rarely, if 
ever, is captured in the art of any medi- 
um. ... Avedon has brought . . . courage 
and affection to his "forbidden' subject, 
and the result will forever alter the way 


we think about such subjects in the 
future.” 

A young writer named Doon Arbus 
has worked closely with Avedon during 
the past four years, She is memorably 
beautiful in an offbeat, languid way, yet 
in all their time working together, she 
has never sat for a picture. When 1 
asked him why he didn't photograph 
such a likely model, he said that at a 
good sitting an intimacy develops be 
tween him and his subject that is totally 
unlike the intimacy between friends. He 
describes it as an intimacy with no past 
and no future. Like a sexual encounter 
with a stranger in a darkened room, he 
says, a portrait sitting can leave both 
participants with a feeling of embarrass: 
ment if they meet later on the street 
Keeping a certain distance lets him con 
centrate solely on what he sees. “I have 
great faith in surfaces," he says. "A good 
one is full of clues. 

Occasionally, Avedon takes pictures of 
himself. It is one way to check up on 
that notoriously unreliable witness, the 
bathroom mirror. Invariably, in these 
pictures, he appears jout a trace of 
expression. It is either a method of pre 
senting himself as a stranger to his own 
spiritual X ray, an attempt at honesty 
that is literally self-effacing, or the ulti 
mate mask. 


As a gift once, Doon and Laura Kane 
lou, Avedon's representative, thought 
up and put together a little blue book ol 
remarks he had made to a variety of 
people. The book is called The Little 
Wisdoms oj Richard Avedon. Here are 
some samples, not without shades of 
revelation: 


* See, I was Dick, And I was short. 
And I was dumb. And 1 was Jew- 
ish. So I used to walk around zs 
Short Dumb Jewish. Dick. 

* Next to minds, 1 like bodies best. 

* He sleeps fastest who sleeps alone. 

My success depends more on the 

pictures I didn't take than on the 

ones I did. 

There's this profound fat man in- 

side me struggling to get out. 

Good night. I'm having a nervous 

breakdown. 


And this: 


+ Scratch the surface, and if you're 
really lucky, you find more surface 


An untaken sel£portrait stays fixed 
in Avedon's mind. He is rushing along 
57th Street, 22 years old, headed for 
Harper’s Bazaar, clutching still-damp 
prints to be presented to his mentors, 
editor Carmel Snow and the fearsome 
Russian art director Alexey Brodovitch. 
He glances to one side and sees his 

(continued on page 208) 


the newest wave roll- 
ing in from paris is 
soaked with eroticism 


article 
By BRUCE WILLIAMSON 


A FUNNY thing happened 
Valéry Giscard d'Es- 
on the Avenue 

mps Elysées one 

fine day. As the presi- 
dent of France went 
riding along the thor- 
oughfare that is the 
pride of Paris, he saw 
something he did not 
like: billboards. Never 
mind the ads for men's 
briefs and Pernod. Ca, 
C'est normal. But the 
elegance of the Champs, 
universally acknowl 
edged to be the most 
glorious stretch of main 
street in the civilized 
(continued on page 146) 


When Zig-Zig's dance-holl 
girls Bernadette Lafont and 
Catherine Deneuve (left) 
can’t scrape up the funds 
to buy their dream house 
in the mountains, they do 
a bit of humping for hire. 
Among the kinks in Le Jeu 
avec le Feu (Playing with 
Fire) is this scene between 
Anicée Alvina and screen 
papa Philippe Noiret (top). 


Three leading ladies of le 
film érotique: Brigitte Ariel 
(right) of La Móme Piaf and 
Rosebud—the latter with, 
omong others, ex-New York 
Mayor John Lindsey; Au- 
rore Clément (bottom left) 
of Lacombe, Lucien; and 
Anne Libert (inset), star of 
@ half dozen films, who 
claims she really likes to stay 
home cooking leek soup. 


The plot of L'Important 
C'est d'Aimer (The Impor- 
tart Thing Is to Love) calls 
for Fabio Testi, as a photo- 
journalist in love with Romy 
Schneider, to shoot porno- 
grophic pictures in order 
to fend off a mafioso 
moneylender. Appearing 
in опе of his films within 
the film (scene at right) is 
actress laure Coftereau. 


le Darc (below), ac- 
tor Aloin Delon's real-life 
lady, followed up her 
hit role in the sex com- 
edy The Tall Blond Man 

One Black Shoe 
with a sequel, Refurn of 
the Tall Blond. In Sexually 
Yours (below lef), stud- 
forrent Yon Brion finds 
thot his services encompass 
some bedroom calisthenics. 


In The Murdered Girl (loft), 
Sirpa Lane finds a use for 
Mathieu Carriere’s moth- 
er's jewels. Porcelain Wed- 
ding (bottom left) boasts 
an orgy whase principals 
include Christine Lelouch, 
Claude's ex, ond Pierre 
Blaise. At right, booted 
Frédérique Barclle, in Hot 
Sex, recalls a le: 
caunter tal 


Didier Houdepin and Mw- 
riel Catala are participants 
in c tale of teenage sexual 
initiation, Vous Inféressoz- 
vous à la Chose?, 10 be 
seen here as First Time with 
Feeling (below). Poloma 
Picasso, Pablo’s daughter, 
stars as a countess wha 
bathes in virgins’ blood 
in Contes Immoraux (Im- 
moral Tales), belaw nght. 


The Grond Old Man of 
the French eratic cinema is 
the durable Michel i, 
seen at bottom center 

le Trio Internal (under the 
appreciotive eye of Romy 
Schneider) and ct near left 


embracing his pneumatic 
made-in-Japan mistress in 
Life-Size Doll. The gadget 
cost $150,000 and, reports 
Variety, was well worth it. 


Sompling the joys of sex 
at 30,000 feet or there- 
abouts, Emmanuelle and 
‘on anonymous fellow pas- 
senger bang awoy in the 
lovatory of а Poristo- 
Bangkok jet (obove). The 
lody relaxing at right 
is actress Mariko Green, 
looking considerably more 
longvorous thon she did os 
Emmanuelle's love object. 


In Emmanuelle, star Sylvia 
Kristel undertakes o sort 
of erotic Pilgrim’s Progress, 
during which she folls 
head over heels for Bee, o 
lody archoeolegist (Marika 
Green) whom she pursues 
to her digs (lef). Since 
making Emmanuelle, the 
Dutch-born Sylvia (right) 
hos completed three more 
films ond started a fourth. 


Below: Turned on by o 
photo of Poul Newman, 
Emmanuelle's nymphet 
friend Marie-Ange (Chris- 
tine Boisson) colmly mostur- 
bates on the terrace of 
the Bangkok villo leased 
by Emmanuelle’s diplomot 
husbond. Despite Emmo- 
nuelle's success, Mlle. Kristel 
(right) claims she'd like to 
change her movie imoge. 


a 


the girl was stacked and so 
was the deck in a wild-card y 
game of highway poker uud 


fiction By iiem она ^ " 
DEREK FIRST SAW the hitchhikers when he E 


took the expressway turnoff just after Rap- 
ids, Kentucky. The first thing he wondered 
was whether it was anyone in particular 
that they wanted to kill. They stood on 
what narrow shoulder there was to the 
tightly curving access road—a pinched lean 
man in a tennis windbreaker and a blonde 
girl, maybe in her teens, in denims and a 
T-shirt—and Derek thought that anyone 
who stopped for them deserved the Mack 
that you couldn't see behind you, 20 tons 
of kick and a long twisted roll. 
At the Shell station, the attendant, a kid 
all scoured with acne, spent more time pet- 
ting the white Continental than cleaning 


T IQUSTRATION BY MARTIN HOFFMAN | 
Ж 4 Г = 


PLAYBOY 


the windshield. As usual, Derek distrusted 
him. Feckless way the kid stroked the 
Continental, suspicious way the kid 
looked at him. Not the type. You're sup- 
posed to look sleek and suburban to drive 
a Lincoln. Even with his new Sundance 
Kid mustache, Derek looked like some- 
body who sold fabricated sidings to de- 
velopers (which he did), possibly in deals 
silted with kickback action (when it 
helped). But you don't explain to a 
stranger that there are ways anyone can 
ford а Lincoln—anyone, that is, who's 
mastered the Byzantine possibilities of the 
modern expense account. Just so you 
make sure your boss gets to sce only your 
wife's car. 

He paid with a credit card and swung 
back onto the road and squinted as he 
tied again to remember Wyona's last 
er Heights, husband a proc 
do they list MDs anywhere by 
their specialty? ата she had played some 
marvelous games with a peeled peach; 
this time he'd take a basket of peaches. 
He followed a Mazda into the access 
curve; saw that the hitchhikers were still 
there, now fighting. The man—he had 
to be twice her age—had both her arms 
by the wrists. and she was kicking; and 
she was lovely. V g to free 
her arms and wave to him? Did he know 
her? Impulsively, Derck drummed his 
horn twice as hé approached, dis 
both of them. He pointed ahead 
swung past; couldn't hurt to wait a min- 
ute, see if they showed. 

He began braking as soon as he reached 
the highway. Wide, voluble mouth and 
upswung hair that flashed with her anger, 
A fantasy Mashed through Derek's mind: 
Just take off. shoot off without him if 
she made it to the car first. Driver's pre 
rogitive, and maybe she'd like to go to 
Cleveland with him. He glanced back and 
she came into view. 

He wasn't so far behind her, but he 
was carrying both suitcases and shouting 
something that got lost in ihe whoosh of 
passing cars Derck reached over and 
opened the passenger door. Panting, she 
reached the car and slid inside and gave 
De а smile that he had never seen be- 
fore. She was softfeatured, a child—she 
could be 12 or 20—whom you might ex- 
pect to be demure and modest, but there 
was а glint of craziness in her smile. As 
if anticipating Derek's wish, she closed 
the door behind her and locked it. Derek 
wanted to start the car and wave goodbye 
to the man still running toward them 
with the heavy suitcases dragging, She 

vas definitely young, but her T-shirt and 
bellbottomed. jeans weren't saying how 
young. Thinking that too many judges 
had daughters under 18, Derek waited 
d smiled back at her. 

c okler man reached the car and 
opened the back door to sling the suit- 
cases inside. He looked 40, going on a 
sullen 70. He had a crabbed crow's mouth 
and dots for eyes, long hair thinned across 


his scalp, with one ugly strand that came 
down over his forehead almost to the 
sharp corner of his nose. His breath was 
hard and ragged. He tried the front door 
and discovered it was locked. 

"Open it, Nat.” he said. His voice had 
the texture of sandpaper rubbing against 
sandpaper. She made а mock sour frown 
and flicked the lock. Derek watched ap- 
prehensively as he got inside, What the 
hell was she doing, traveling with this 
Neanderthal? 

“Thank you, sir, thank you,” he said 
with that voluble sincerity that always 
made Derek instantly suspicious. Gruffly, 
he added, “Over, Nat.” 

“Theres a back seat, you know,” she 
said w him with fluted lips. Derek 
watched him to see how long it took be 
fore he brushed that ugly forelock back 
above his forehead 

"Over, Nat.” She squirmed emphati- 
cally toward Derek, as if to ensure 
maximum space between her and the 
companion 

"Fm Lowell Perry,” the man said to 
Derek, reaching a hand around Nat. 
Derek made а wan smile 
Derek Feld.” Like giving yi 
to a panhandling wino: Derek resented 
it. "And уоште... Nat For Nata 

She cast a malignant glance at Lowell 
and sulked. "I'm not supposed 10 talk to 
strangers,” she said, pouting. The words 
rolled from her mouth as distinctly as 
marbles. Derek put the car in drive and 
pulled it out onto the highway. She must 
be 12, he decided: she had а 12-year-old’s 
contempt for Lowell, whoever he was. 
Her father? Somehow, that didn't fit. 
Nat, be nice to the man. He gave us a 
ride.” 

"He gave me a ride. He wouldn't have 
picked you up if you weren't with meee. 
Isn't that so?" she asked Derek with a 
sudden sprightly lift to her voice and a 
finger plucking as a cue at his sleeve. 

If she were 12, Derek thought, it was a 
devious 12. “I wanted to stop a fight. 
What were you fighting about?” 

"He started it,” Nat flashed. "He likes 
10 pick on people.” 

"Derek, you'll have to excuse iny niece, 
She has a temper." 

“Would you like to see my temper 
she said with raised eyebrows and a p 
quant smile. Wasn't Lolita 12? Derek 
thought. He adjusted his rearview mirror 
to watch her. 

"Nat. We've going to Cincinnati 
Where are you going, Derek?" 

Ihe use of his first name grated on 
Derek. He lied. “Louisville, Sales coi 
ference. Do you hitchhike much?" Poi 
edly, he directed it at Nat 

“Not with him.” 

"Shut up, Nat. What happened, the 
Pinto fell apart in Rapids. Clutch, trans. 
mission, what a mess. T called the bus 
station and we would have had to wait 
all da 


nt 


"You weren't likely to get a ride, sand- 
ing in the crook of the road back th 
Nobody's going to stop on a curve like 
that.” 
Th 
listens.” 
¢ squirmed lower, out of the range 
of the mirror. Derek decided to be direct. 
At least indirectly. “What year of school 
are you in, Nau" 
“I don't like school, 
folding her arms 
“What do you like? 
She rose high enough to become visible 
gain in the mirror. “Ohhh, mostly, I 
guess, I like to play." Her lips gave the 
last word as much succulence as a nec 
dded a bright vivid smile, 
p. So she knew she was 
the mirror. That had promise, Then she 


's what Z told him. He never 


she said sullenly, 


lifted her index finger to her open mouth. 
at Гам tapping her lips, but gradually 


wessingly slowly, till 
loud pop. "I don't like 10 play alor 
she added, half-poutingly, then made an 
other, longer, even more fetching. smile. 
straight into the mirror, directly at Derek 
The Continental skirted the shoulder. 

“J still can't decide whether you're 
twelve or eighteen. Maybe it doesn't mat- 
ter,” Derek said. 

She acts like twelve, that’s her prob- 
lem," Lowell grunted. He'd been glane 
ng out and missed the 
performance: Just as well. "She wants 
people to think she's still a child.” 

"Fm eight-een,” she said with wonder- 
ful insouciance. "That's old enough to 
do whatever 1 want.” She nodded with a 
child's sure authority. “Don’t you think?” 
she asked Derek brightly, tugging again 
at his sleeve. 

"Absolutel 
what do yon want?” 

She squeezed her hands between her 
thighs and bounced her knees together. 


the window 


ured her. “But 


“I want to play a game, Do you want 
to play?" 
"Nat, the man is driving. He should 


attention on his driving. 
Derek said, ignoring Lowell 
“What kind of game? 
Listlessly, she traced a finger across hu 
leg and down to the seat and across the 
scant inches of scat to. Derek's leg and 
paused. touching his leg so gently that 
he tingled everywhere, He knew what 
kind of game. 
1 know one game we can play in a 
car" she said, leaving her mouth oval 
d playing her tongue slowly over her 
ps as И to taste lingering traces of 
rlier ice cream. 
“For how m 
“Ohhh, just for two. 1 wouldn't play 
ith him, anyway. He's a sore lose 
How do. you play this 
“Derck, 1 think it would be safer if 
(continued on page 98) 
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how fo be the 
best man af a wetting 


There's obviously more than sand castles 
оп these lads’ minds. Chap al top. 7% 
6J wears a cotton/ nylon terry pullover апаз аф 
ching trunks, by John Karl for Flo 
Mech about $33. Share-the-wealth 
becch boys sport, left to right, Anfron 
nylon/Lycra spandex knit square-legged 
trunks, by Cotalingy $8; b cw 
boxerstyle trunks, by Seo Mark, $8. 
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Picture of o man being held captive 


by ane thong. He's daing fine, though. in — d 
nylon striped bikini, by Gil Cohen 
puo Sportswear Limited, $4. 
| + 
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PHOTOGRAPHY BY NORMAN EALES 


The relaxed fellow, above, pausing for a buss No trouble here watching the birdie. At left: In the left corner, satin Arnel triacetate/ nylon 


has on an Acrilan fleece zip-front hooded A terry beach outfit, by Egon Von Furstenberg, “boxing’’style trunks, by Jantzen, $11. And, 
оп caffan, $27.50, and cotton madras patch- $45. At right: A hooded terry top, $35, ond in post position, “bosketboll”-style trunks, 
jsttern trunks, $18.50, both by State-O-Moine. matching trunks, $12.50, both by Bert Pulitzer. same fabric, same manufacturer, same price. 
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you just kept your attention on the road. 
Nat, leave the man alone.” 
“You're in my car now, Lowell,” Derek 


him. Here, here, I'll show you how to 
play. First you have to let that car pass.” 
She twisted in her seat, against Derek's 
side, to point to a beige Volvo, and Derek 
slowed to let it pass. She leaned forward 
imo the windshield and Derek couldn't 
avoid glancing at the outline of her high 
and notsosmall breasts. So. "AAJ737. 
Ohhhh. that's good. That's very good.” 
She giggled excitedly. "Do you know 
what that means?" 

“I'd like to." 

“That’s two aces and two sevens. And, 
of course, a jack and a three, but they're 
not worth anything. 

“Poker 

“Uh-huh. It's got to have at least five 

numbers or letters. A’s and ones both 
count for aces, ‘cause you get better 
hands. And K, you know, is a king, and 
Q is a queen, and Os and zeros are tens. 
Only there're no suits, so you can't get 
flushes. Do you want to play?” She 
turned and her smile was dazzling. 
Sure. What kind of stakes; 
She leaned back and, perfectly framed 
in the mirror, her tongue slid forward 
and made a slow winding progression 
around the sides of her lips, wetting them 
to a gleaming vermilion. Derek forced 
his eyes forward, at the road. And he 
felt something flicking lightly at the flap 
of his fly. "Not money, something else. 
OK?" she said. 

Derek glanced at Lowell who was 
looking sideways at Nat darkly. Could he 
see what her left hand was doing? Still 
doing? "All right," Derek said. "Against 
what?” 

“Oh, him. Of course." 

“Lowell. 

“If you win, well. . She rubbed her 
finger against the straining zipper, then 
drew it to her mouth and rolled her 
tongue round it, like a lollipop. “Then I 
give you a surprise! But if I win, you let 
him out. At the side of the road. 

“Natalie, stop this nonsense at once.” 
Iron shavings had gathered in Lowell's 
voice. 

Derek tried to hide a grin and wiped 
his mouth when he couldn't. “Costly for 
Lowell." 

“Don't, don't, Derek" Lowell said. 
His voice shook. "She's . . . she's not 
well. She does things sometimes with 
strangers. It's embarrassing." 

“We each get three hands," Nat said, 
sitting up straight. "And after all three, 
you pick your best hand against my best 
hand. We take turns on the cars that 
pass. But only cars count, no trucks or 
trailers or, yecchhhhh, motorbikes. OK?” 
Her smile was superb and Derek decided 


(continued from page 94) 


that she had no business traveling with 
Lowell, anyway. 

“Creat.” 

Impulsively, she hugged his arm and 
sat closer to him. 

"Derek . . ." Lowell began. 

“That's yours, the first one,” she said, 
squirming against his arm. Derek slowed 
to let a maroon Cougar pass. 

“NGK555, Oooooo, three fives. Bet I 
can beat three fives.” 

Derek slowed again and let a Volks- 
wagen pass. 

"BC]236. Yech. Bugs are always such 


. ?" Lowell sounded pitiful. 
"Can't you just shut up, Lowell?” 
"Yours is the next one. Ha! KJT990. 

Almost a straight, just dinky nines. 


"m really taking her to a hospital in 
Cincinnati," Lowell said gravely, in a 
new tone. "This twelve-year-old act she 
puts on. There are others." 

Derek frowned, but he couldn't keep 

out a brief inexplicable chill. Of course, 
it was a ruse, Lowell was desperate. He 
glanced at Lowell: The forelock had 
ipped down again. 
“I want the Cadillac! I want the 
Cadillac! Caddies are the luckiest, next 
to Rollses, but you'll never see a Rolls 
in Kentucky.” 

The Cadillac shot past too quickly to 
read the full plate. Derek changed lanes 
and accelerated. 

“The Powell Clinic in Cincinnati,” 
Lowell said. “Have you heard of it?” 

"Never." Derek bit his lip: Ignore him. 

"AAL919. Full house! Ha-ha! Full 
house! I win! I win!” Exuberantly, she 
kissed Derek on the cheek, and her de- 
lighted shivers rolled against his arm, 
against his leg and through his blood 
stream, 

"One more hand. I'll win yet." 

"Never beat a full house, never beat 
a full house,” she chanted, rocking in her 
seat. 

“The Powell Clinic specializes in nerv- 
ous and emotional disorders,” Lowell 
said darkly. "Her father had the choice 
of sending her there quietly or having 
her stand a manslaughter rap. Right, 
Nat” 

“Never beat a full house,” she chanted, 
and on a rock forward flashed a quick 
expletive finger at Lowell. “Never beat 
a full house." 

“Nat.” Derek said, patting her knee 
to quiet her. 

"She ran over a fillingstation attend- 
ant, didn't you, Nat?" 

"Never beat a full house," she whis- 
pered. 

“Here,” Derek said, pointing to an 
approaching Volvo in his rearview mir- 
ror. "This is mine.” 

“He lived three days, he had a chance 


to tell about it It wasn't just 
and-run, either. Do you want to tell 
n, Nate” 

"Hal JDM652. I win. Stop the car.” 
Too late, Derek realized he could have 
chosen which cars passed him. But he 
didn't slow. It might be a problem get- 
ting Lowell to leave the car; besides, 
there just might be something in what 
Lowell was saying. 

"Heyyyyyy. Come on, I won. I won." 

"Not here," Derek said. "Waitll we 
get to some kind of turnoff, at least. No- 
Боду stop for him here.” 

"Well, that's the idea," she said sar- 
castically, with a great mock frown of 
disgust. She slumped deep into the seat 
and crossed her arms. 

“Thanks, Derek. You'd be a fool if you 
did, That attendant . . . he was barely 
able to talk. But he said she backed up 
and drove over him again. Twice again. 
Every rib broken, one of his arms, both 
of his legs, he couldn't crawl to the 
phone. Nat, do you want to tell Derek 
what you told the doctor at the hospital? 
About why you did it?" 

"What lies!" she said, heaving her 
lips. 

"Lowell, I'm not sure I believe any of 


thi 


He called her by her full name. 
Natalie Gretchen, after her grandmother. 
She hates being called that, don't you, 
Natalie Gretchen?” 

"You'd better let him out," she said 
to Derek in a lower, hostile voice. 

"Is any of this true, Nat?" 

“OF course not. It's all lies.” Her hand 
wandered across his waist and began 
fingering his belt buckle. "Can't you let 
him out now?" 

Derek rubbed the back of his neck, 
feeling a vague pale swarming in his 
head; below, he was beginning to feel 
like а jackhammer, 

1 have a photostat of the arrest rec- 
ord," Lowell said. "Have you ever seen 
an arrest record, Derek?” 

Derek swallowed. Could he be right? 
And even if he was . . . she had the flap 
of the belt out, between two fingers, and 
she flopped it down, up, down, up—— 

"No," he answered finally. 

A hand curled slowly where the belt 
had been flapping. Lowell reached into 
the back seat and fumbled with a soft 
leather bag of many zippered compart 
ments. He tugged at one of the zippers 

"He's lying, hes lying,” Nat said, 
reaching with her free hand to turn the 
radio on at full volume. Derek turned it 
: He had enough chaos without that 

Run over him three times? No; what- 
ever she was, Nat didn't go in for venge- 
ance multiplied. Lowell found what he 
was looking for—a large manila en- 
velope that he set on his lap. He pricked 
at the metal clips with his fingernails. 

Nat increasingly restless, leaned 
against Derek's shoulder and he could 
(continued on page 216) 


“That's enough guilt-free sex for one day.” 


article 
By RICHARD RHODES 


california: where the 
neighborhood is ruined 
if anybody moves in 


FOR A LONG TIME | wanted to move 
to California, and now I don't 
anymore. For a long time the 
whole country wanted to move to 
California, and now it doesn't 
want to anymore. These several 
changes of mind go together 
somewhere along the line. 
California has been a dream 
for so long, and we have 
dreamed of California for so long, 
that we hardly even notice the 
mechanism anymore. The audio- 
animatronic men and women, 
the vinyl surf, the polyurethane 
clouds move grand! 


imilitude, because it is 
their difference from us that at- 
tracts us—we ignore the whirring 
of the ordinary gears and the 
slap-slap of the ordinary tapes. 
running out in the pit below. 

The place to go to start thinking 
about California is the books— 
Run River, Slouching Toward 
Bethlehem, Play It as It Lays— 
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of Joan Didion. Didion is a “native 
daughter," as she puts it. She grew up 
in and around Sacramento; she lives in 
Malibu. I've never met her, and I don't 
think I want to. Her writing is so in- 
tense that I suspect she is like the Emily 
Dickinson of whom ‘an acquaintance 
wrote, “I never was with anyone who 
drained my nerve power so much. . 
am glad not to live near her." Didion's 
writing drains your nerve power, too, 
and the only reason you forgive her is 
that it so obviously also drains her own. 
Didion is California’s Cassandra: She 
always tells the truth, and it is never the 
truth California wants to hear, You and 
1. for example, have sometimes naively 
thought of California as Eden. Didion 
tells us a darker truth: that Californians 
also think of California as Eden. “It is 
assumed,” she writes—assumed by Cali- 
fornians—“that those who absent them- 
from its blessings have been 
banished, exiled, by some perversity of 
heart. Did not the Donner-Reed Party, 
after all, eat its own dead to reach 
Sacramento? 

I know a little about the Donner-Reed, 
Donner, Party; two years ago, 1 pub- 
hed a novel about the Donner Party 
that was as historically accurate as the 
records would allow. The Donner Party, 
you will recall, was that group of pio- 
neers from Illinois, Missouri, Tennessee, 
Ireland and points between that attempt 
ed a new route to California in 1846 and 
was trapped for five months in the Sierra 
Nevada below what is now called the 
Donner Pass, during which time most of 
its members lived off the dead rather than 
starve to death. The Donner Party is 
usually thought of as the archetypal pio- 
neer diorama, despite the fact that our 
pioneer forefathers didn't make a practice 
of eating their companions, The Donner 
Party occupies a special, dual place in the 
California mentality, as n goes on to 
show: "We were taught" she writes, 
“that they had somewhere abdicated 
their responsi somehow breached 
their primary loyalties, or they would not 
have found themselves helpless in the 
mountain winter . . . would not have 
given way to acrimony, would not 
have deserted one another, would not 
have failed." 

Well, by any mortal standards, they 
didn't fail. More than half of them made 
it through the snowbound Sierras in the 
middle of the worst winter in 30 years. 
Nor did they fail at resourcefulness, as 
their ingness to live off the dead 
shockingly demonstrated. For their cour 
age they are usually, and rightly, claimed 
by Californians as fine examples of the 
state's carly pioncer stock. The state 
even maintains a museum devoted to 
them, as well as to the other early pio- 
neers, in Donner Memorial State Park, 
near Truckee. Where they "failed," 
was in discretion, They didn’t 


keep their mouths shut, so to speak. 
"They brought contumely down on proud 
California heads. California would pre 
fer that you admired its missions, which 
Indian slaves built, rather than the Don- 
ner Party. Didion once more: “It is 
characteristic of Californians to speak 
grandly of the past as if it had simul- 
taneously begun, tabula rasa, and reached 
a happy ending on the day the wagons 
started west.” That scenario isn't likely 
to welcome a story as grotesque as the 
Donners’. Californians chewing corpses: 
The very thought revolts. Why would 
they need to? “December in California 
is as pleasant as May,” the guidebook, 
written by a Californian, informed the 
Donners, the same guidebook that led 
them astray across a route the Californian 
was promoting but hadn't personally 
tried. 

We—my then wife, my son, my daugh- 
ter and I—packed up to go out to Cali- 
fornia on vacation a while back, to look 
around, having not found peace of mind 
in Kansas, having found cold in winter 
and heat in summer and commerce and 
small talk. People might live better in 
California, we thought, because Califor- 
nia is said to be a better place to live. We 
packed our bags and found someone to 
sit with the dog. Promised the kids a 
visit to Disneyland. Had lunch before 
we left with a man who had spent his 
life fixing up the Midwest, tr to 
make it livable. He thought the idea of 
changing your life by chan, 
residence—the idea that 
people to California for 300 years—was 
laughable, "You can't escape anymore," 
he said, laughing. “There's no escape 
anywhere. You might as well stay here." 
I said we'd sce. 

We arrived in Carmel, on the Mon- 
terey Peninsula, where we had rented a 
house, just before sundown one day, 
shivering in the unaccustomed chill of an 
ordinary summer evening by the north- 
ern sea. We picked up the key and 
bought groceries and some of that good 
California wine and let ourselves in. Fog 
streamed through the pines, We found 
wood and built a fire and settled back 
and toasted our luck, luck to be in Cali- 
fornia. Did we like Carmel, the sea, the 
cypresses, the fog, the white sand? We 
talked of living there one day. lt was the 
best of the California we knew. The only 
drawback was that even small houses in 
Carmel started at $40,000, with no view. 
We didn’t talk about that. We made 
small talk with wine. Picking our place. 

We awoke to cold mornings and 
turned the furnace up and after we were 
warm, we Iked down the hill, down 
Ocean Avenue, through the town to the 
whitesand beach, and watched the 
breakers and listened 10 them beat. Dogs 
ran the beach with handsome middle- 
aged women following them or clderly 
men in jodhpurs and riding boots, ordi- 
nary neighbors. Girls braving the cold in 


bikinis played Frisbee with boys in 
chopped-off jeans. The fog drifted away 
like smoke clearing a battlefield to reveal 
Point Lobos, the wild point of land south 
of Carmel Bay. Point Lobos is a state 
reserve, a jut of land where visitors are 
confined to narrow trails by edgings of 
wire and poison oak and so a place where 
wildflowers thrive and deer w: 
sea lions bark from protected 
shore and the cold surf breaks clean on 
pebble beaches of granite and Monterey 
jade. Edward Weston spent years pho- 
tographing Point Lobos, and his photo- 
graphs of its skeined kelp and Monterey 
cypresses and eroded coves have been 
compared, somewhat famously, to. Bee- 
thoven’s last quartets, I will give Cali- 
Point Lobos. 

Lobos attracted another artist to 
the Monterey Peninsula years ago, а 
man who is now dead, a man who is 
ed n Carmel as saints are revered 
ages, the poet Robinson 
Jaliens Jefiers hardly ever came down to 
town, yet he was unwittingly Carmel's 
scignior, first proof of its dedication 10 
the finer things of life and its disdain 
for the common. Jeffers was born in 
Piusburgh 

He and his wife, Una, found Carmel in 
1914. The town was young and wild then 
and you could buy an acre of shore line 
for $100 instead of the $40,000 or so it 
would cost today, undeveloped. Jellers 
had an income and could afford to live 
where he chose. He chose Carmel, con- 
vinced with his wife that they had “come 
hour knowing it to our inevitable 
place." Over the years, he built a house 
and a stone tower on Carmel Point, haul. 
ing great rocks up from the shore, wres- 
uing the wrack. The house and tower 
still stand, occupied now by one of his 
sons. 

Jeffers loved the landscape 
scape of the bay and the peni 
the points. At the same time, he was 
tensely shy, almost phobic, of people. 
He leh so good about the place where 
he lived, and so bad about people, that 
he combined the two feelings into a 
philosophy that threads haughtily, chill 
ingly, through his poetry: 


1 must nol even pretend 

To be one of the people. 1 must 
stand here 

Alone with open eyes in the clear air 
growing old, 

Watching with interest and only a 
little nausea 

The cheating shepherds, this time 
of the demagogs and the docile 
people, the shifts of power, 

And pitiless general wars that pre 
pare the fall; 

But also the enormous unhuman 
beauty of things; rock, sea and 
stars, foolproof and permanent, 

(continued on page 160) 


fiction 
By JORDAN CRITTENDEN 
he decided that he'd wait until dessert to drop his bomb, but not if they were talking about something incompatible—like sex 


ARTHUR WiISENER, while still in 40808 STRAIN] himself. “That's probably the 
his 20s, had been on the team CS] DEN ИМ trouble.” 
of physicists that developed He attended the next dinner 
the first atomic bomb; but party determined to make no 
in the year immediately fol- mention of his role in history, 
lowing the war, he discovered at least until dessert, and not 
that even though this was even then if the conversation 
true—and it was—there was had drifted to some subject 
something about it that sound- that was incompatible, such as 
ed unconvincing. sex. 

“I'm always trying to shoe- "So that’s where 1 was dur- 
horn it in," Arthur thought to ing (continued on page 116) 


RARE 
JEWEL 


in swahili, that’s azizi johari, our june playmate— 
who's a great-looking lady in any language 


EVERAL YEARS ACO, when model Azizi Johari posed for a 
poster titled Supernatural Dream, she had no idea what 
lit would lead to. It was a simple enough picture—her 
face, encircled by a huge Alro, coming out of a cloud of 
smoke. But at the time, she had no way of knowing that the poster 
would strike the fancy of Sammy Davis Jr., travel with him from 
tour to tour and hang in every one of his dressing rooms, that her 
face, in effect, would be Davis’ constant companion for two years. 
Then one day, she bumped into one of Davis’ musicians, who told 
her all about it. “It just so happened,” Azizi says, “that Sammy 
was looking for a dancer at the time I found out about his hang- 
up with my poster. He took one look at me in the flesh and that 
was that. I was hired on a Sunday and was working in St. Louis 


GATEFOLD AND COLOR PHOTOGRAPHY BY KEN MARCUS 


with him on Monday." As a member of the 
Davis troupe, she has toured to Chicago, Mi 
ami Beach, Honolulu, Las Vegas, New York 
and dozens of other cities. Her role in the 
show is а small one, an ad libbed skit in which 
she goes onstage between numbers, clad in a 
pair of superhigh platform shoes and an ap 
propriately tight-fitting gown, and takes 
Sammy a drink. "Then Sammy tries to pick 
me up." she says. “In those platforms, 1 stand 
about six feet to his five feet, two. First he 
tries the Latin-lover approach, then the soul 
sister routine, But I always put him down 
"That's what gets the laughs." But then, Azizi 
is used to getting good audience response, 
having been in the spotlight nearly all her 
life. In high school in Seattle, where she grew 
up, she and two friends started a singing 
group called the Marvelles and put out a sin- 
gle titled Call Me Back, which was a local 
smash. Bitten by the travel bug, Azizi moved 
to San Francisco and worked for United 
Airlines as a stewardess and later in 
reservation sales, until an old friend con 
vinced her to join a new theater group 
called Black Arts West. After starring in 


As part of Sommy Davis Jr.’s troupe, Azizi is also port of his entourage, Below left, she poses for Davis, who's 
been a camera buff for years. Right: Time out for c litle private boogie av naturel. “Sometimes | just like to let it all hong aut,” Azizi soys. 
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A Raisin in the Sun, Black Girl and Ladies in 
Waiting, Azizi landed а part in McQ, a John 
Wayne detective Hick. It was a minor role, but 
the experience managed to confirm а sus- 
picion that had been brewing in her head for 
years: that deep down, her first passion 
acing. “It’s a really strange contradiction 
she muses, “On the one hand, I'ma confirmed 
introvert, overprotective of my privacy, On 
the other hand, I want to be a star." Unlike 
some aspiring black actresses, however, Azizi 
Johari refused to compromise her values as a 
black woman, Raised from Creole stock, she 
a particular kick out of describing he 
“literally, the black sheep of the fam- 
a reference to her very dark complexion 
In fact, her blackness even moved her to 
change her name several years ago. The name 
she chose, Azizi Johari, is Swahili and was 
conceived by a longtime friend, jazz pianist 
Herbie Hancock, and two members of his 
group. who complained that her old namc 
just didn't fit her personality. As for her new 
name: “Azizi means precious or rare." she 
explains. “Johari means gem or jewel." But, 
then, what's in a name? In this case, plenty. | 


Above: Azizi applies some finishing touches before the show. Below: All of her show gowns have one 
thing in common: They display her ample bosom. “It's all port of the act." Azizi assures us. “Since I'm the temptress, | hove to look temptins 


Basically а sensualist, Azizi exercises to keep in tune with her body and meditates to keep in tune with her soul. As far as the opposite 
sex is concerned, she prefers the subile turn-on. “A man's eyes can excite me much more than his physical touch," she says. 


PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES 


Sixth-grader ‘Tommy stood squirming in front 
of his grim-faced mother. “I've had a report 
from school that you went into an empty room 
today with a girl in your class and locked the 
door," she said tightly. "Now, tell me—what 
ned then? 
AL" muttered Tommy, avoiding her 
eyes. “I showed her my thing and she showed 
me her thing.” 
“And: 
“And then one thing led to another.” 


1 don't care if she hasn't got a lı 
head,” said the man when asked his opinion of 
a new callgirl in town, “a fool with her parts is 
soon moneyed.” 


How many more times are we going to do it 
tonight, darling?" the bride whispered alter 
aking love for the first time 
Hy hadn't thought about it 
quite those terms,” answered the somewhat 
flustered groom. “Why do you ask?” 
"Well, you know, darling,” she explained, 
“I have to know how many more pills to €. 


We've been told about one penile desensitizer 
that's so effective that you have to stroke the 
tube for five minutes to get the cap off. 


Our Unabashed Dictionary defines anticlimax 
as a borcgasm. 


А x 1 next to ап ornery-look 
passenger on tional flight. Sceking 
to make conversation to while away the time, 
the rabbi asked his companion what hc 
thought of Golda Meir. "Screw Golda Mei 
was Ше abrupt reply. A litle later, he ven- 
tured to ask what the man thought of Moshe 
Dayan. 

rew Moshe Dayan!" snapped the fellow. 
“And what is your nation persisted 


the surly answer. 
said the rabbi, “screw Ella 


n that case, 
Fitzgerald!" 


Us 
"ve noticed you're reading a new 


just that 


magazin 


The shapely young thing smiled winsomely at 
the naked man. "Is this your first visit to a 
nudist colony?" she asked. 
“Yes, he admitted shyly. 
me away- my white skin 
No. not that.” the girl told him. “It’s the 
way you keep pointing. 


What gave 


The elderly producer had suffered a fatal hea 
attack while performing oral sex on the lovely 
young starlet, and the later bad just finished. 
pees with some re- 


"Look. Lieutenant." she went on. "if the precise 
details get out, the notoriety will be embarrass- 
ing. Couldn't you—well, you know—sort of blur 
things in your report? I'd be glad to—er—ex- 
press, let's say, my deepest gratitude." 

think something could be worked out in 
the circumst arding the cause of death,” 
smiled the lieutenant, "How would ‘Died 
the wool” suit vou?" 


fe was at a cocktail party that a couple began 
10 argue and soon were snarling at each other 
For ten cents,” threatened the wife. “I'd never 
k to you again! 

Hoping to ease the tension, the host 
quipped, “Hey! I wonder what she'd do for ten 
bucks.” 
just found out 
that’s why we're argu 


E 


roared the hu 


ng! 


We understand that the Fire Island Deli is fea- 
turing a special submarine sandwich this season. 
Naturally, it’s mostly tongue. 


There's а rumor that one enterprising sperm 
bank is planning to distribute its product in 
aerosol dispensers. It's to be called Heirspray, 
of course. 


Our Unabashed Dictionary defines. nympho- 
maniac’s diary азап organ recital. 


Ру 
нае 


intrigued by the possibilities of a 
с milking machine, decided to 
try it out on his own person. Once a highly 
tory cycle had been completed, though, 
d without success to work the nozlle off 
and finally yelled for his father, who phoned 
the local agent for the machine, “Bert,” ex 
med the farme emergency! My 
damíool son went and hooked himself up to 
your milker and now he can't get his doohickey 
loose! What can I do? 

You'd best send down to the bay for some 
oysters, Cal" replied the agent. “That there 
machine is factory set for four quarts." 


Heard a funny one lately? Send it on a post- 
card, please, to Party Jokes Editor, PLAYBOY, 
Playboy Bldg.. 919 N. Michigan Ave.. Chicago, 
HL 60611. $50 will be paid to the contributor 
whose card is selected. Jokes cannot be returned. 


"Hi, honey. Catch anything?" 


IAM 


PLAYBOY 


116 Barnes would- 


THE SAUN (continued from page 103) 


the war,” Arthur said to the guests, after 

modestly summing up his acti 

“Down there at Oak Ridge.” 
There was a general silence. Then a 

man whom Arthur knew for a fact to be 

a manufacturer of patio furniture said, 

So was I.” 

“Me, too," another man said. 

A snicker came from the far end of the 

ible. 

“I'm really going to insist on your 

wife's giving me the recipe for these,” a 
у said to the host. 

"Well, it's getting late," Arthur said. 
At the door, Arthur said to the host, 

“You knew I was telling the truth—why 

n't you say something?" 

Look, why cause trouble?" the host 

said. "I thought it was going very well up 


bomb had been con- 
sidered such a success by high Govern- 
ment officials, it followed, in keeping 
with basic bureaucratic principles, that 
the work at Oak Ridge was to become 
more or less ongoing in nature. Conse- 
quently, Arthur was on the premises late 
1946 when a technician stopped by his 
ollice one morning. “The March of Time 
people are here,” he said. "They're doing 
a thing on the bomb.” 

Arthur changed into a fresh smock and 
went to the main laboratory. Lights and 
cameras were set up. The Old Man was 
there. Arthur found out later they'd flown 
hin down from Baltimore just for the 
film. 

The director was a 
corduroy suit. He was talking to the Old 
Man and Dr. Barnes, another phy: 

The point we're trying to get across in 
this particular scene is that many of the 
scientists in the early stages of the project 
were not cognizant of the value of the 
elements they were eal with,” he said. 


young man in a 


particular scene, Dr. Barnes 
will walk up to you with a test tube and 

say"—the director checked his script—"he 
. sir, here it is: plutonium!” 
уз this, you, sir, will stick 


And when he 
a pan under the test tube and say, "Very 
good. However, I will take the precaution 
of holding this receptacle under it, as 
the contents of that test tube are worth 


well over a million dollars!” The di- 
rector looked up from his script. “Any 
questions 
“I was cognizant of the value of plu- 
tonium," Dr. Barnes said. 
"Of course you were,” the director said. 
zant of it. 


ist who wasn't." 
upper was never cognizant of 
the Old Man said. "But he's in England 
now. You couldn't get him." 

“No the director said. 


if Dr. 


Dr. Barnes agreed to cooperate. 

They made ready to shoot the scene. 
Arthur was placed in the background and 
given a beaker of darkish fluid to study. 

"Ehe lights were switched on and the 
cameras began to roll. 

“Well, sir, here it i 

“Very good. However 
precaution of 


plutonium!" 
, 1 will take the 


"Just be motionless when you study 
your beaker. It's too distracting if you 
raise it up to the light.” 

Arthur nodded. 

"How was I?" the Old Man asked. 

“Fine,” the director said. 

Dr. Barnes said, "I'm going to look sur- 
prised when he tells me what it's worth." 
Phat would be а nice touch,” the di E 
rector said. “OK, let's ty i it once more." 

“Well, sir, here 

"No, not till I give you the signal. 


OK. 
"They did not finish until four in the 
afternoon. 


Before another year had passed, Arthur 
was informed that he was no longer 
needed at Oak Ridge. He settled in New 
York, took a job as consultant with the 
American Cyanamid Company and mar- 
ried a lady who seemed to like him. They 
had a son. Arthur watched him closely, 
trying to determine whether or not he 
was a genius. By the age of 16 months, 
several factors indicated such a possibility, 
but as the child grew to maturity, the 
only really outstanding accomplishmei 
Arthur could point to occurred in the 
boys 15th year, when he entered а con- 
test sponsored by a mentholcigarette 
company and won a sailboat. 

In the meantime, the Old Man pub- 
lished his memoirs. Arthur read them 
eagerly but found his name mentioned 
only once toward the end, where the Old 
Man had written: "And, of course, so 
many other colleagues, such as Arthur 
Wisener, who is now in England." 

By the late Fifties, whenever Arthur 
mentioncd his connecion with Oak 
Ridge, the response was usually some- 
thing like, “I hear that first one is noth- 
ing compared with the babies they've got 
these days." As а result, Arthur found 
himself as upset as anyone to see a radi- 
cal carrying a placard reading BAN THE 
вомв, but if the placard read BAN THE 
и-вомв, he tended to sympathize. 
rly in 1960, Arthur became obsessed 
with the feeling that his wife had begun 
throwing large parties in his absence. 
according to his calculations, 
the parties had broken up only moments 
before his return home. “I know what 
you're up to," he told her. "Don't think 
I don't.” 


His psychiatrist had an explanation 
According to his theory, the partygoers, 
so to speak, represented those citizens 
who had opted for the morcorless 
carefree means of conventional warfare, 
whereas Arthur, due to his nuclear 
research, represented a latecomer who 
wanted to enjoy himselí but couldn't 
manage because he had tasted a far 
stronger punch 

“I don't want to get critical," Arthur 
said, "but that sounds like a load of 
horseshit.” 

“Perhaps we should look into why you 
feel that way,” the psychiatrist said. 

"Perhaps you should go fuck yourself,” 
Arthur said, 

Both the analysis and the marriage 
were terminated. Ironically enough, his 
exwife and his ex-psychiatrist met. two 
years later at a fund raiser, and both 
of them thought how ironic it would be 
if they wound up in bed together, bu 
ironically enough, they never did. 

Arthur moved to the West Coast, ac- 
cepting a position with a Santa Ana firm 
engaged in cryogenics research. He be; 
seeing a lady in her 40s named Lily 
berg and they were married within a 
year. She, too, had gone through a di 
vorce. They tried to be open about their 
respective pasts. 

"What can J say?" she said. 

“My story's much the same,” he said. 


ng so smoothly 
jn Arthur's life. Napalm had 
begun to eclipse nuclear warfare as a 
controversial issue, making him feel old 
before his time. In the winter of 1968, 
he came across а news story headlined: 
"Ufb DO IT ACAIN’ SAYS 
NAPALM.” 

The inventor was a Harvard professor, 
now retired, and, according to the article, 
a group of students had staged a protest 
in front of his home. Reporters learned 
after the demonstration that in spite of 
the students’ reaction, he was proud of 
accomplishment, describing 
difficult technical problem in which he 
and his associates had been required to 
come up with a means of producing sub- 
stantial conflagrations from modest be- 
gs. Arthur gathered from the man's 
words that he was under the impression 
that napalm was dropped exclusively on 
buildings, possibly due to a protective 
wife who had pretended to misplace his 
newspaper every morning for the past 
several years. 

In any case, Arthur found himself en 
vying the retired professor. Of course, the 
encounter with the protesting students 
may well have brought on shortness of 
breath, loss of appetite, even, perhaps, 
a nagging headache with accompanying 
nausea, but along with all this, Arthur 
felt the man most certainly had been 

(concluded on page 198) 
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the magazine of the Central Intelligence Agency 


AT HOME / 
WITH THE 

NEW Исток 
—awarm, intimate glimpse 
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SENATE PROBLEMS? LEARN AMNESIA 
WAS STONEHENGE A PRIMITIVE MICRODOT? 
TEN HELPFUL HINTS ON REWIRING YOUR CAT 
“1 SAY TRENCH COATS ARE BUNK!” by Lamar “336-42-3871” Cranston 
HOW TO BE SURE YOU'RE NOT FOLLOWING YOURSELF— 
by the author of My Alias Turned Me In 
DISMEMBERED BUT NOT DISCOURAGED—A HEART-WARMING TRUE STORY 


MASQUER-AIDS Sate on tne d eNO Mao EENT 


Uy UIC QUUIU ur MY nds IUITICEO метш 
DISMEMBERED BUT NOT DISCOURAGED—A HEART-WARMING TRUE STORY 


As most of you know, the old 
Suite on the 18th floor has been 
closed for some time now. 
That's because Spec. Op. Bar- 
ton Midwood has come up with 
a revolutionary method for dis- 
guising people and we've moved 
the labs to an unlisted floor. 
Touted as the only major break- 
through in disguises since false 
eyelashes, Mr. Midwood's tech- 
nique uses simple silicone 
implants, face lifting, hair trans- 
plants, electrolysis, sun-lamp 
treatments, hormone shotsand 
brainwashing to ensure fool- 
proof security on the job or off. 
Shown at far left is agent Wil- 
liam F. Buckley, Jr., as you see 
him on Firing Line. At left: what 
can be done with Mr. Midwood's. 
techniques. The left [deleted] 
conceals a flame thrower. The 
right [deleted] is a Hasselblad 
camera. The [deleted] (not 
shown) contains silicone 
“chips,” which are synaptic 
with Polaris missiles targeted 
for Moscow in the event of 
penetration by enemy forces. 


STOOL PIGEON BRUSH UP ON YOUR JARGON WHILE 

TOUCHING BASE WITH THAT BIG AGENT IN THE SKY 
The Lord Is my full bull; 1 shall have a positive fog Index. He maketh me to 
lie down in a classified location; he leadeth me beside the still waters. 
He restoreth my soul; he leadeth me to green pastures for the sake of national 
security. Yea, though | have been seen in close association with the valley 
of the shadow of termination with extreme prejudice, | shall have no 
heartburn; for thou givest me thy chop: thy teeth-to-tail ratio comforts me. 
Thou preparest a table before me in the presence of subversive elements; 
thou anointest my head with complex game plans; my cup is in a go 
configuration. Surely director's approvals and mercy shall follow me all the 
days of my life; and | will dwell in the head shed of the Lord for an 
unspecified period of time. —23rd Psalm, Colonel James Version 


A hearty handshake to Bob “Smiley” 
T, who kept that sunny compo- 
sure while having his fingernails ex- 
tracted....Promotions: InVientiane, 
Laos, Steve J. has been upped to 
Assoc. Librarian—which means ole 
ier Souvanna now reports to 
Я Toddlin’ Tommy P. Is off 
again, this time to hustle up a little 
bang-bang in a country famous for 
chocolate and cuckoos. . . . Flash: 
What handsome operative was seen 
pushing which female enemy agent T 1 
out of an airborne chopper? Tsk, tsk. ji І TIT TT wi 
- .. We hear Nelson R. couldn't de- Ў DN IM 
cide between Hondurasand Panama ett 
for Happy’s vacation, so he bought 
"ет both! . . . A hearty heil to G. Gor- 
don L.: Keep up the chatter, baby! 
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Commies m hot info by subtle sex tricks. Learn to identify them. Best CE 
Lock up your privates before leaving home. 


Eyes Only not published anywhere by anyone. АП moneri received will be гыт unopened. Copyrighl © 1975 by no ana you know. Nothing in Eyer Only may be 
reproduced or read ar contemplated in whole or in parl without whispered permission of somebody wearing o blue te, walkirg from swerve of shore to bend of bay 
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A MESSAGE 
FROM THE 
DIRECTOR 


Greetings from your new 

director! | am pleased and 

delighted to be on board. 

And to those of you who 

pitchedin to help purchase 

my wonderful welcome 

gift, a special note of grat- 

itude. A bulletproof pace- 

maker must have set you 

all back a bit. But let me direct your attention for just 
а moment to a very serious matter. There have been slan- 
derous reports of domestic spying appearing all over the 
country and I'd like to assure you that my dear friends on 
the investigating committee are well informed about the 
facts of this case. Of this | am positive, because | person- 
ally had their phones tapped to make sure they would re- 
ceive only the right information. Moreover, let me say that 
no matter what policy has been, there will be no domestic 
spying as long as I'm with the company. My wife and 1 
havein our personal employ a cook, a housekeeperand a 
mald. And not once during the ten years we've had them 
have we so much as eavesdropped on them. | will not—l 
say again, will not—tolerate any surveillance of domestics, 
be they foreign domestics or domestic domestics, be they 
chauffeurs, butlers, maids, indentured servants, slaves 
or what have you. The sad fact is that those agents who 
“bug” their domestic help are wasting the taxpayers’ 
precious money, because, as you will no doubt have 
noticed, domestics rarely have anything of even marginal 
interest to say, other than to complain about salaries and 
such (in which case, а sound beating would be much 
cheaper than wire taps and the like). So please, under no 
circumstances engage in domestic spying. 


PSEUDONYMOUS 
WRITERS SCHOOL 


By Messrs. Agee, Marchetti, Ross, Wise, Dorsen and Gillers 
Lesson XVII 

In the last lesson, we covered margins, indentation and 
numbering your pages correctly. If you've forgotten how, 
please review. 

1. Punctuation. This is one of the most important tech- 
niques you'll learn before writing your CIA exposé. Watch 
closely. 

WRONG: The armed forces of Chile revolted against the 
Marxist regime of President Salvador Allende Gossens 
today, destroying the government, the Presidential Palace 
and Allende himself in a dramatic predawn coup con- 
celved, produced, directed and financed by the Central 
Intelligence Agency. 

RIGHT: The duties of President Salvador Allende Gossens 
were temporarily takenover by members of his loyal Chilean 
army today after Señor Allende took his own life with 14 
submachine guns and many eight-inch mortar rounds. The 
reasons for his dramatic predawn suicide aren't known. 

As you can see, in the second version, the period breaks 
up the sentence so that it reads more smoothly. It also 
ensures the author's continued good health. 

2. Quotation. Accuracy is the most important part of this 
technique. When quoting public figures, always make sure 
they say the right thing. 

WRONG: Senator Mike Mansfield, 1954: “Does this incident 
mean that the CIA is getting into the internal-security field 
in competition with the FBI? Does it mean that officials 
of this Government agency can defy the courts?” 

RIGHT: Senator Mike Mansfield, 1954: h, man, am | 
drunk! Rather than make a statement on the CIA, I think 
11 go to the nearest whorehouse and get lald. Or perhaps 
1 should see my Communist Chinese mistress today." 

Obviously, the first statement makes no sense at all. Be 
sure you transcribe something you can use. 


PHOTO-CONTEST WINNERS 


CANDID 


“Palms with Launch Pad,” 
by Icarus Jones. F-4 at 80,000 feet. 


Cl ASGSIEIEDPY 


“Couple with Fish,” by “Flash” “Sti 
Malone. F-16 in room 1304. 


STILL LIFE 


with Fruit," by Torpedo Joe. 
Type O on 40 percent polyester. 
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"Palms with Launch Fad, 
by Icarus Jones. F-4 at 80,000 feet. 


Rides 

* Former poppies would like ride from 
Cambodia to Oakland, or nearby. If you 
know of anyone going on to Harlem, 
please advise. Will share jet-fuel ex- 
pense. Contact: Box 1, Air America, 
Saigon. 

+ Fifteen cases of fragmentation gre- 
nadesand 150 M-60 air-cooled machine 
guns need ride on or about August 2 
from Fort Sill, Okla., to Mozambique. 
Good company—guaranteed rapid-fire 
chatter. Write: Third-Floor Men's Room, 
E Ring, Pentagon, U.S.A. 


Personals 

24-year-old male agent with black hair, 
brown hair, blond hair, red hair, white 
hair, blue eyes, green eyes, brown eyes, 
hazel eyes, 5'10", 6'2", 6'1" or 57", 
wishes to meet female agent aged 22- 
30 with identity problem. Contact: Box 
424, Eyes Only. No weirdos, please! 

= Рита Wing, please come home. 

* Philadelphia-based operative with 
background in venomous animals 
wishes to meet discreet foreign head of 
state with mortal enemies. Object: Ex- 
citing phone conversations on those 
long winter nights. Eyes Only, Box 2. 


For Sale 

* Oregon: Due to budget cutbacks and 
problems with our domestic operations, 
we are forced to sell this wonderful 
state at reduced price or to highest bid- 
der. Featuring mountainous terrain for 
strategic maneuvers and vast plains of 


 woupewnnTrisn, Dy гал 
Malone. F-16 in room 1304. 


wheat for sending dangerous micro- 
organisms overseas. An absolute steal 
atseven billion dollars. E-Z Terms. Con- 
tact The Merry Pranksters, Suite 1600, 
A Ring, Pentagon, U.S.A. 

HOUSE SALE: Everything must go—even 
the big iron fence around the place. 
Owner needs to raise immediate cash 
for extended Argentine trip. Many price- 
less paintings and used microphones. 
Also taking bids on house itself—an im- 
pressive neoclassic design with a fresh 
coat of white paint, buta bitch to heat in 
the winter (and the neighborhood isn't 
what it used to be, either). 1600 Penn- 
sylvania Avenue, Washington, D.C. 
Books 

* Complete dictionary of the latest com- 
pany and Pentagon acronyms, such as 
PODDI (Portable Oval Do-Do Inter- 
ceptor), CRAC (Covert Rendezvous 
Area for Coitus) and FORC (Four- 
pronged Object for Ration Control). Act 
now! Eyes Only, Box 1100. 

+ Secrets you always wanted to know, 
now revealed through this exclusive 
book offer. The ingredients of Coca- 
Cola; Howard Hughes's area code; loca- 
tion of the Holy Grail; what they say 
about Dixie and much, much more. 
Write: Bus Depot. Far, Texas. 

* Is greasy dirt your problem? How 
about dirty grease? Oily grease? Greasy 
Ой? Whatever it is, solve it with the new 
text Laundering Money: No More Ring 
Around the Dollar. Eyes Only Book Club. 


Wanted 
Exploding diapers for infant subver- 


sive. Will pay premium prices: Eyes 
Only, Box 992. 


They Il Blow It Every Time 


CIA AGENT JERKLEY JALOPS 
FRAU IS TRES CONCERNED RE 


E. Bur WHO LISTENS TOA 
j.,, MERE WFE? NOT, 
Alpe EGOHEAD JERKLEY: 


 9um win rrun, Dy гогресо Joe. 
Type О on 40 percent polyester 


ZIMMERMAN 
MARKS 
FIFTEENTH 


Operative Robert Zimmerman 
(aka Bob 
Dylan) 
is cele- 
brating 
his 15th 
year of 
service 
with the 
company 
thisweek. 
Starting 
in the Six- 
ties, he 
infiltrated 
the Negro Menace and gathered 
information onimportant colored 
leaders. Later, during the Viet- 
nam Bore, he made everyone fee! 
even more miserable. Recently, 
*'Zims'' has maintained a low pro- 
file while collaborating with the 
Swiss government to promote 


turns, Zims! Or, in the language 
of your own people: Mazelwurst! 


INOPERATIVES 


Died: Major Wesley “Dogboy"* 
Smith, 38, assassin, bon vivant 
and twice holder of the coveted 
Bronze Flak Jacket for outstand- 
ing marksmanship in Vietnam 
(1963) and Chile (1973); of a 
strokeafter plungingintoa blast 
furnace at the Bethlehem Steel 
Hot Rolling Mill while on his way 
to ballet class. Died: Colonel 
Arthur "Hotpoint" D'Smith, 58, 
Bolivian Sun-bathing Enthusi- 
asts Bureau Chief; rendered 
meritorious service in 1945 by 
helping fellow sun-bathingaces 
Hitler and Bormann escape Red 
clutches; of natural causes 
while swimming in the La Paz 
Sheraton pool in the trunk of his 
Mercedes. Died: Captain Ken 
“Eat Death" Smythe, 34, long 
in charge of the renowned North 
Vietnam Horticultural Rear- 
rangement Plan; of accidental 
dismemberment in his sleep. 
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POET'S CORNER 


By Field Agent Rod McKuen 


As if.on a green spring wind 

At night you come to me, 

Lovely in the luminous 
moonlight, 

And judo-chop те іт my sleep. 


Uv. CÓ | ТУ зе ы. 
Ed | pueris 
ЕМА | And judo-chop me in my sleep. 


ACE FACIAL-LIQUIDATION 
DEVICE: Tired of being a stiff 
at diplomatic parties? Despair 
no more: Rolled with the best 
Cuban tobacco, each device 
packs enough wallop to make 
you the life (and end) of the 
party. Just hand it to some- 
one, give him a light and, a 
few puffs later, he's in for a 


>R 
— ~ = 


a Comp ic 
will be field again this ўе. дора demand in 
big surprise. The tip contains * ‚ Сагейгвө 
enough goody to obliterate - ыг 
the upper torso, lower torso 
and half of downtown Pasa- 
dena. Also offers a fine-tasting 
short smoke as well. 
ACME DIGITAL-ELECTROSHOCK 0 
DEVICE: Modeled on secret is Excelleficy, 
plans stolen from an E.C. za Miguel Goering, 
Comicsad,thisitemfitssnugly | $ rified Forces 
5 all members of the CIA 
and x surprise 
Wilcoun to he,held at the corners of Alameda « 


in the palm of the hand. Shake к 
hands with your victim and he م‎ id AERA (T i 
gets a 25,000.volt jolt, enough л 
toturn him intoa raisin. — = © 
OPERATIVE'S TOBACCO-IGNI- ш págs dv A 
TION INSTRUMENT: Lookslikea Sojpack up your old Sony 
camera. Feels bathing trunks 

: and .32-caliber suntan 
lighter. Carry it in public and lotion and j арп iti 
no one will know that you ac- Е 
пераа гаа to paradise—where the politically unstable 
2000 lights. An ideal gift. tropical skies are 
DEHYDRATION CONTROL RES- | 
ERVOIR: Don't let Commie 
women sap your vital essences 
end bodily fluids. Our thin, 
sensitive reservoir protects you 
and your essences from get- 
ting into foreign hands (or 
mouths or what have you). 
Also allows levels of sensation 
unknown with previous con- 
trols of its kind. Comes in 
packages of three or 12 (for 
the man with whole armies of 
Marxists after him). Lubri- 
cated or dry 
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window faced Q Sreet. People were 
hurrying by, some in costume. Doyle 
heard a plodding сор of hooves, a 
squeak of wheel: impatiently, he watched 
an oxcart pass. 

"Fisheries Festival week,” the captain 
sighed. "We have a schooner due in the 
rbor soon, a parade that will take two 

up, a carnival, ап exhibi. 
I suppose we'll have answered a 
thousand questions this afternoon." 

Doyle stood up, legs wobbling under 


"Look, Captain," he "Fm not a 
kook or anything. I'm on a little vacation 
now, but I've got good credentials back 
in the States.” Incredibly, he discovered 
that he was about to weep, blew his nose 
brusquely into a red bandanna. “That 
girl n trouble," he croaked. "I know 
damn well she is. And ГЇЇ bet she's not 
five miles from here. You could run a 
check on your local bases. If somebody 
else was monitoring and picked up that 
call, maybe they'll confim for you, even 
though they wouldn't for me." 

"Em afraid that wouldn't be practica 
the captain explained, helping Doyle to 
the door. "We have over two hundred of. 
those sets in the vicinity of. Angusport. 
Most of them are operated legally and 
with a good deal of sense. Understand- 
ably, every now and then we do get a 
joker, someone with a few drinks, fooling 
around, especially at а time like this. 
Unless you hear something else, I 
wouldn't worry. 

"The bedlam had increased in the ante- 
room. Doyle blinked as he faced it. 

“L don't think she was fooling 
around," he sai think she was ear- 
nest as hell.” 


Under a royal sky and yellow flare of 
sun, the street crowd jostled Doyle, 
pulled him along toward the waterfront. 
One little girl gave him a balloon, which 
her mother asked him to return. Pam- 
plilets, fliers, programs of the day's events 
were thrust his way; a swarthy man in 
buckskins smelling of whiskey gave him 
a free ticket to the carny burlesque. Oh, 
Christ, Doyle thought. He wanted a 
drink; his hand shook. The anger he felt 
for having been written off by the police 
was only partially relieved by his aware- 
ness that had he been in their place, he 
probably would have done the same 

And if there was a girl and she was in 
trouble? He was trying to imagine her, 
trying to complete the image her voice 
when two men pressed be- 


We've got to do something about the 
pipers,” one said. 

Where are they now?" the other re- 
plied. 

All the way at the end of the line. 
‘They're furious. They say they won't 


122 march.” 


“They've got to march. Put them in 
back of the horses.’ 
“Lucien, the horses'll go apeshit!" 

"Put them in front of the sonar floa 
then! We move out in half an hour!" 

Doyle pressed his hand to his temple, 
stepped away from the aowd onto an 
abandoned pier. Clumps of green grass 
sprouted between its sun-bleached timber 
^s end, he knelt and, 
ng with one hand, Кеср- 
pe clear with the other, he 
vomited a half pint of bile into the suck 
and heave of the harbor sea. For 17 
years with Pittsburgh Forge, a token 
vice-president in the publicrelations de- 
partment, he had never mised a days 
work. When they let him go, after the 
merger, his friend Tolliver had wanted 
to quit in protest. “Forget it," Doyle said. 
He knew they had hired him only be- 
cause he had played for the Steelers. 

To prove his worth, to prove that 
they had made no mistake in taking him 
on, he had driven himself, had found 
things to do. The lower-echelon staff 
liked him, the sccretarics and clerks. 
Whenever they were overburdened, as 
they often were, he would help them 
catch up during the early evenings and 
on weekends, rolling up his sleeves, stab- 
bing at the keys of an old Hermes stand- 
rd with his thick, broken-knuckled 
fingers. 

“The old mai 
youre doing, 
on out 

“Just giving the girls a hand,” Doyle 
would reply. 

"What about Jen?" 

“L called. She's fine. She's got some- 
thing on at the symphony. 

In truth, he had wanted Jen to believe 
that his job was important, that it kept 
him tied up, that he was involved in the 
significant affairs of the company. She 
had always been ambitious for him, and 
at some point—he was not sure exactly 
when—he came to realize that her am- 
bitions outran his own. 
ach" she would say, peering over 
the top of her fashionable glasses, "you 
can't tell me you [tke that job.” 

"I like it fine,” he would say. "I'm 
probably goddamn lucky to have it.” 
And he would get up and fine-tune the 
TV. 

Now, as the heralded schooner arrived, 
its great sails reefed, its shrouds bedecked 
with pennants, the town welcomed it 
with such a cacophony of siren and horn 
he thought his brain would explode. 
Small shops lined the waterfront. From 
the roof of Lucille's Mermaid IJ an an- 
tenna jutted. 

“About one-thirty, 


wi 10 know what 
Tolliver would whisper 


^" he said, ordering 
a second double whiskey to go with the 
beer he had been nursing, "With that 
setup of yours, she should have blown 
the windows out of this place." 


"Well, Lucille 
Plump, sullen, her gray hair ludicrously 
bobbed, Doyle had already persuaded 
himself that she knew more than she 
was telling. The Mermaid П was waxy 
and dark. He sat alone at the bar, the 
only other customers three men in wool 
sweaters and watch caps who sat at а 
table behind him. They had not re- 
turncd his greeting when he had come 
in. Next to the cash register, а С.В. 
radio hummed conspicuously. Ишт 
nated by its channel sclector, the number 
11 gleamed, а small jewel. 

“I told your police,” he said testily. 
“They're not going to do anything about 
it unless somebody confirms.” 

Lucille lit a cigarette. 

“I'm in the back sometimes,” she said, 
exhaling a jet of smoke. “I don't hear 
everything.” 

"Where's the hack?” 

She looked at him. 

"Where's the back?” he repeated, 
aware too late that the whiskey had 
reached him, that he should have eaten 
something first, “Goddamn it, lady, 
there's a girl in trouble in this town, 
fucked up somewhere, and 1 m 
When he heard the sharp squeak ol 
chairs behind him, he felt a moment of 
joy, as if in that instant he had been 
nsported back to his college days, 
when things had been simple and clear- 
cut and he had been a good man 
brawl. 

"Screw off," he heard. "Co back to 


she did said. 


a 


the Si 


pulling him off the stool. "B. 
Lucille said. Fists thudded aga 
Lowering his head, he swung metho 
cally, connected with nothing. The men 
closed in. He could hear them grunt as 
they delivered their blows, but he felt 
no pain. Furniture toppled, tables and 
chairs. Three against one, he thought 
Look at this. I'm still on my feet. Wh 
at last his arms were pinned, his face 
jammed against the rough beery wool of 
a sweater, he gave it up and let chem 
catapult him through a rectangle of 
blinding light. He was still sitting 
sprawled on the walk outside when a 
Cockney sailor who had been passing 
paused to look down. He was older 
than Doyle by at least a decade, with 
gray curly hair and a face like the back 
of a wagon. 

“You all right, mate?” 

“What's it to you?” Doyle grumped. 

The sailor thumbed his nose, told 
Doyle not to get his knickers in а twist 
Doyle pointed at the now-closed tavern 
door. 

“She lied,” he said. 

“She did, did she?” 

“Yer 

“That old scrubber runs this place, 
you mean?” 

“Yep. Right through her teeth.” Doyle 

(continued on page 199) 


like a book!” 


what you want, Howard .. .I can read you 


"I know 
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жо ыж сы 
** THE FIGHT *** 
NORMAN MAILER 


Part II 


ALL 


NIGHT 


finally, ali and foreman stepped into the 
ring and made all the waiting worth it 


ır WAS А crim dressing room. Perhaps it looked like a com- 
fort station in а Moscow subway. A big room, all white, 
with round pillars tiled in white, and white wallpaper with 
а design of white tile. It also looked like an operating room 
or a small gas chamber. It was certainly a morgue. In this 
room, all groans were damped. White tile was everywhere. 
What a place to get ready! 

The men gathered there had no more cheer than the 
decor. Dundee, Pacheco, Plimpton, Mailer, Walter Young- 
blood, Pat Patterson, Howard Bingham, Ali's brother 
Rachman, his manager, Herbert Muhammad, his business 
manager, Gene Kilroy, Bundini, a small fat Turk named 
Hasan and Roy Williams, his sparring partner, were in 
the room and no one had anything to say. "Whar's going 
on here?" said Ali as he entered. “Why is everybody so 
scared? What's the matter with you?” He began to peel 
off his clothes and, wearing no more than a jockstrap, was 
soon prancing around the room, shadowboxing with the ai 

Roy Williams, dressed to go into the ring for his semi- 
final fight with Henry Clark, was sitting on the rubbing 
table. Through a miscalculation of others’, he had arrived 
at the stadium with the convoy, too latc for a ten-round semi- 
final. They were planning to hold it now after the main 
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event, not the easiest delay for а fighter. 

“Scared, Roy?” Ali asked as he danced 
by him. 

“Not a drop,” answered Williams in a 
rich and quiet voice. He was the blackest 
man in the room, also the gendest. 

“We're going to dance,” cried Ali as he 
flew around, enjoying each near collision 
with the lars at back. Like a child, 
he had a sense of objects behind him, as 
if the circle of his sensations did not end 
at his skin. "Ah, yes" he shouted out, 
"we're going to stick him," and he threw 
jabs at the air. 

With the exception of Roy Williams, 
he was the only cheerful presence. “I 
think I'm more scared than you are," 
is Ali came to rest. 

“Nothing to be scared about,” said the 
fighter. “It’s just another day in the dra- 
matic life of Muhammad Ali. Just one 
more workout in the gym to me.” He 
turned to Plimpton and added, “I'm 
afraid of horror films and thunder- 
storms. Jet planes shake me up. But there 
is no need to be afraid of anything you 
can control with your skill. That is why 
Allah is the only One who terrifies me. 
Allah is the only One of whom the 
mceting is independent of your will. He 
is One and has no associates." Ali's voice 
was building in volume and piety. As 
though to protect himself against too 
much strength being discharged into a 
sermon, he went on quietly. "There's 
nothing to be scared of. Elijah Muham- 
mad has been through things that make 
this night nothing. And in a smaller way, 
1 have been through such things. Getting 
into the ring with Liston the first time 
beats anything George Foreman ever had 
to do or I have had to do again, Except 
for living with threats against my life 
after the death of Malcolm X. Real death 
threats, No, I have no fear of tonight.” 
He darted away from the writers as if 
his minute in the corner were up and 
shadowboxed some more, teasing a few 
friends with quick lancing shots that once 
more stopped an inch from their eyes. As 
he went by Hassan, the fat little Turk, 
he extended his long thumb and long 
forefinger to pinch him in the ass. 

Yet for all this fine effort, the mood 
of the room hardly improved. It was 
like a corner in a hospital where rela- 
ives wait for word of the operation. Now 
Ali stopped dancing and took out the 
robe he would wear into the ring and put 
it on. It was a long whitesilk robe with. 
an intricate black pattern, and his first 
comment was, "It's a real African robe." 
He said this to. Bundini, who gave him 
the full look of a child just denied a re- 
ward that had been promised for a weck. 

“АП right,” Ali said at last. "Let's see 
your robe.” 

Now Bundini displayed the garment 
he had brought for Ali to wear. It was 
also white but had green, red and black 
ng along its edges, the national colors 


of Zaire. A green, red and black map of 
the country was stitched over the heart. 
Bundini wore a white jacket of the same 
material and decoration. Ali tried on 
Bundinis robe, looked in the mirror, 
took it off, handed it back. He put on the 
first robe again. “This one's more beauti- 
ful,” he said. “It's really prettier than the 
one you brought. Take a look in the mir- 
ror, Drew, it's really better.” It was, Bun- 
dini's robe looked a suspicion shopworn. 

But Bundini did not look in the mir- 
ror, Instead, he fixed his look on Ali. He 
glared at him. For a full minute they 
scalded one another's eyes. Look! said 
Bundini’s expression. Don't mess with 
the wisdom of your man. I brought a robe 
that matches my jacket. Your strength 
and my strength are linked. Weaken me 
and you weaken yourself. So wear the 
colors I have chosen. Something of that 
strength had to be in his eyes. Some un- 
spoken threat as well, doubdess, for Ali 
suddenly slapped him, sharp as the crack 
Пе. "Don't you ever dare do that 
he cried out at Bundini. “Now 
take a look at me in the mirror,” Ali 
commanded, But Bundini refused to 
look. Ali slapped him again. 

‘The second slap was so ritual that one 
had to wonder if something like this was 
a well-worked ceremony, even an схог- 
cism. It was hard to tell. Bu seemed 
too furious to speak. His expression clear- 
ly said: Beat me to death, but 1 will not 
look in the mirror. The robe you describe 
as beautiful is not the one. Ali finally 
walked away from him. 

Tt was time to decide on the trunks. He 
tried several. One pair was all white with 
no decoration at all, as pure and silver a 
white as the priestly robes of Islam. “Take 
this one, Ali,” Rachman cried, “take this 
white one, it's nice, Al But Ali 
after much deliberation before the mirror 
decided to wear white trunks with a ver- 
tical black stripe (and, indeed, in the pho- 
tographs one would see later of the fight, 
there is the black stripe articulating each 
movement from his torso down to his 
legs). 

Now Ali sat on a rubbing table near 
the middle of the room and put on his 
long white boxing shoes and held each 
foot in the air while Dundee scraped the 
soles with a knife to roughen them. The 
fighter took a comb someone handed him, 
the Y-shaped comb with steel teeth that 
Blacks use for an Afro, and worked with 
deliberation on his hair while his shoes 
were being scraped. At a signal of his 
finger, somebody brought a maga 
zine, a Zaire periodical in French that 
gave the complete list of Foreman’s fights 
d Ali's. He read the names aloud to 
Plimpton and Mailer, and once again 
contrasted the number of nobodies Fore- 
man had fought with the number of nota- 
bles he had met. It was as if he had to 
take still one more look at the marrow of 
his life. For the first time in all these 


months, he seemed to want to offer a 
public showing of the fear that must 
come to him in a drcam. He began to 
chatter as though no one were in the 
room and he was talking in his sleep, 
"Float like a butterfly, sung like a bee, 
you can't hit what you can't scc," he re- 
peated several times as though the words 
were long gone, and then he murmured, 
“I been up and I been down. You ki 
I been around.” He shook his head. 
must be dark when you get knocked ou 
he said, contemplating the ogre of inid- 
night. "Why I never been knocked out," 
he said. “I been knocked down, but 
never out.” Like a dreamer awakening to 
the knowledge that the dream is only a 
net above one's death, he cried out, 
"Thats strange . . . being stopped." 
Again, he shook his head. "Yeah," hc 
said, "that's a bad feeling, м: 
night to choke up on you, 
looked at the two writers with the blank 
eyes of a patient who has encountered 
some reality in the coils of his condition 
that no doctor will ever comprehend. 

"Then he must have come to the end 
of this confrontation with feelings that 
moved in on him like fog, for he used a 
phrase he had not employed in months, 
not since he had last given great woe to 
every high official in Zaire. "Yes," he said 
to the room at large, "let's get ready for 
the rumble in the jungle,” and he began 
to call to people across the room. 

"Hey, Bundini,” he cried out, "are we 
gonna dance?" 

But Bundini did not reply. A sorrow 
was in the room. 

“Does anybody hear mc?" cried Ali. 
“Are we going to dance?” 

“We're going to dance and dance,” said 
Gene Kilroy sadly. 

"We're going to dance,” 
“we're going to da-ance.” 

Dundee came up to tape his hands. 
The observer from Foreman's dressing 
room, Doc Broadus, now moved up to 
study the operation. He was a short, 
sturdy black man about 60 who had dis- 
covered Foreman ycars ago in the Job 
Corps and had been with George for 
much of his career ever since. Broadus 
was well known around the Inter- 
Continental for his prophetic dreams. In 
his sleep, he had picked the knockout 
round for both the Frazier and Norton 
fights. Now for Ali, he had also had a 
dream that George would win in two 
rounds, but this time he wasn't making 
the prediction for certain. "There had 
been some flaw in the dream. 

Ali devoted time to talking to him. as 
if the most valuable inan in the room now 
might be Doc Broadus, who could take 
back word to Foreman of every detail in 
his last4 

Ali stared him hard and Broadus 
shifted his feet. He was shy with Ali 
Maybe he had admired his carcer for too 

(continued on page 130) 


said 


Ali, 


Three pages of handsome goodies for 
laying on someone special—and that, 
of course, includes yourself. 1. Wave 
oscillotor that allows its user to quickly 
balance two- or four-channel stereo 
systems, check frequency response and 
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determine the cause 
of resonance or other 

problems that might exist, by 
Wavetek, $149.95. 2. Calcron wrist 
calculator watch feotures nine-digit 
display and power-of-10 key for 
very large or small numbers, by Fon- 
diller, $600. 3. Fiberglass seven-jewel 
stop waich that's shock-, dust- and 


) 


ROYAL 
COPENHAGEN 


waterproof, by Premier Products, 
$39.95. 4. Four ozs. of spray cologne, 
by Royal Copenhogen, about $9. 5. 
Ansafone Model 640 automatically an- 
swers your phone, plays a prerecorded 
message to the caller ond records caller's 
yoice; takes standard 30-, 60- and 90- 
minute cassettes for incoming messages, 
by Dictaphone, $375. 6. Protecto-Rac 
applies pressure to entire tennis- 
racket heod, thus keeping i! from 
warping, and doubles as a ball compart- 
ment, by Ohio Tool and Tackle, $9.95. 
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7. Model 

XL-400 Super-8 movie 
camera comes 
equipped witha built- 
in intervalometer for 
single-frame exposures, 
4x power/manual 
zoom, electromagnetic 
shutter release and 
through-the-ap- 
erture exposure 


meter, by Minolta, $290. 8. Aquar- 
ius Q speakers feature a three-way 
system that disperses sound in a 360- 
degree pattern; each stands 43” 
high and has a removable smoked- 
glass top, by JBL, $1266 the pair. 
9. Radio-controlled Hobie Hawk 
sailplane with an 8-foot wing span, 
by Hobie Model Company, about 
$299, including radio. 10. The 
Cooler Carafe is a 36-oz. crystal 
wine carafe inside a widemouthed 


crystal ice bucket, by Flemington 
Cut Glass, $19.95. 11. The Car- 
lisle, a 19-diagonal-inch solid-state 
portable black-and-white TY with 
а three-hour timer, by Zenith, 
$169.95. 12. Model GXC-510D 
stereo cassette tape deck features 
а four-track record/playback sys- 
tem; universal voltage selector 
can handle power from 100 V to 
240 V, by AKAI, $349.95. 13. Aus- 
tralian outback rugby shirt is made 
of Creslan and cotton and comes in 
a choice of vibrant or muted blocks 


of colors, from The Choc- 
olote Soup, $22.50. 14. 
Travel alarm thot meas- 

ures 2%” x 3" x 1%” 

comes in a telescopic 

case; features luminous 

honds ond oversized Arabic nu- 
merols, by Bulava, $15. 15. The 
Tennis Attaché, a canvas, leather 
and bross tote, holds racket, ofier- 
tennis change, etc., by Function- 
form, $30. 16. Fountoin-pen-style 


stomps, what have you, from Ray- 
mor, $16.50. 17. Digitol wrist 
watch that features salid integrated 
circuitry; adjustable in accuracy to 
60 seconds o year, by Concord, 
$275. 18. & 19. Rack Em Up 
triangle of jumbo billiard bubble 
gum, $8, and 4% Ibs. of Non-Skid 
Licorice whirls that resemble tiny 
wheels and come packed in a tire 


box, $12, both ¢ 
from Food For 
Thought. 20. Brass, 
walnut ond gloss ink- 
stond, from Sorreid, Ltd., 
$46. 21. Portable or 
permanent Hondi Bor 
comes with a holf-gol- 
lon siphon and four one- 
quart containers that deliver 
% az. of liquid per stroke, 
by Dolphin Dispensers, $75- 
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ALL NIGHT LONG 


many years to be able to confront him 


‘Tell your man," Ali said confiden- 
tially, “he better get ready to dance." 

Again, Broadus shifted. 

At this moment, Ferdie Pacheco came 
bursting back into the dressing room. He 
was in a state. "I can't get in to see Fore- 
man,” he said to Broadus. “What the 
hell is going on? What is this?” he said in 
a tone of fear and considerable shock. 
“We're boxing tonight, not fighting World 
War Threel" He seemed disturbed by 
the fury of the other dressing room. 
Broadus got up quickly and went out 
with him. 

Now Ali started talking to Bundini. 
“Say, Bundini, we gonna dance?” he 
asked. Bundini would not reply. 

“I said, are we going to dance?" 

Silence. 

"Drew, why don't you speak to me?" 
Ali said in a big voice, as if exaggeration 
were the best means to take Bundini out 
of his mood. “Bundini, ain't we going to 
dance?" he asked again, and in a droll, 
tender voice, Ali said, "You know 1 can't 
dance without Bundi 

“You turned down my robe," Bundini 
said in his deepest, huskiest and most 
emotional voice. 

“Oh, man," said Ali, "I'm the Champ. 
You got to allow me to do something on 
my own. You got to give me the right to 
pick my robe or how will I ever be Champ 
again? You going to tell me what to cat? 
You going to tcll me how to go? Bundini, 
Т am blue. 1 never seen a time like this 
when you don't cheer me up." 

Bundini fought it, but a smile began 
to tickle h 8 

“Bundini, are we going to dance?” 
asked Ali. 


"Yes, we're going to dance," said Ali, 
"we're going to dance and dance. 

Broadus was back from the job of get 
ting Pacheco admitted to Foreman's dress 
ing room and Ali began to perform for 
him again. "What are we going to do?" 
he asked of Bundini and Dundce and 
Wilder. 

"We're going to dance," said Gene 
Wilder with a sad, loving smile, "we're 
going to dance all night long." 

"Yes, we're going to da-ance,” cried 
Ali, and said again to Broadus, "You 
tell him to get ready. 

I'm not telling him 
tered Broadus. 

“Tell him 
dance.” 

“He don't dance," Broadus managed 
to say, as if to warn: My man has heavi- 
er things to do. 


nothing" mut- 


he better know how to 


asked Ali. 

id Broadus. 
‘George Foreman's man," cried Ali, 
"says George can't dance. George can't 
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(continued from page 126) 


"Five minutes,” somebody yelled out, 
and Youngblood handed the fighter а 
boule of orange juice. Ali took a swig of 
it, half а glass worth, and stared with 
amusement at Broadus. “Tell him to hit 
me in the belly,” he said. 

CHAPTER f 

George would. George was certainly 
going to hit him in the belly. What a 
battle was to follow. If the five-minute 
warning had just been given, it passed in 
a rush. There was a bathroom off the 
dressing room and to it retired with 
his manager, the son of Elijah Muham- 
mad, Herbert Mul mad, a round- 
faced, benign-looking man whose features 
offered a complete lack of purchase— 
Herbert Muhammad gave the impression 
nobody would know how to take advan- 
tage of him too quickly. He was now 
dressed in a priestly white robe that ran 
from his shoulders to his feet, a costume 
appropriate to his function as 2 Muslim 
minister, for they had gone into the next 
room to pray and their voices could be 
heard reciting verses of Ше Koran— 
doubtless such Arabic was from the 
Koran. In the big room, now empty of 
Ali, everybody looked at everyone and 
there was nothing to say. 

Ferdie Pacheco returned from Fore- 
man's dressing room. "Everything's OK," 
he stated. “Let's roll.” In а minute, Ali 
came out of the bathroom with the son 
of Elijah Muhammad. While he shadow- 
boxed, his manager continued to pray. 

"How are things with Foreman?" some- 
one asked Pacheco, and he shrugged: 
' not talking" he said. “They 
n covered with towcl: 

Now the word came down the line 
Írom the stadium outside. "Ali in the 
ring, Ali in the ring.” 

Solemnly, Bundini handed Ali the 
white African robe that the fighter had 
selected. Then everybody in the dressing 
room was on their way, a long file 
of 20 men who pushed and were hustled 
through a platoon of soldiers standing ош 
side the door, and then in a gang's rush 
a full company of other soldiers were rac 
ing through the gray cement-brick corri- 
dors with their longgone echoes of rifle 
shots and death. They emerged into open 
air, into the surrealistic bliss and green air 
of stadium grass under electric lights, and 
a cheer of no vast volume went up at 
the sight of Ali, but then the crowd had 
been waiting through an empty hour 
1 to watch, just an empty 
ring, and hours gone by before that with 
dancers to watch, more dancers, then 
more tribal dancers, a long count of the 
minutes from midnight to four. The 
nation of Zaire had been awaiting this 
event for three months, now they were 
here, some 60,000, in a great oval of seats 
far from that ring in the center of the 


soccer field. They must be disappointed. 
Watching the fighters would prove 
ig in а room in a housing project. 
ng through 2 window people in 
another housing project on the other 
side of a 12Jane freeway. The fighters 
would work under a big corrugated-tin 
shed roof with girders to protect the 
ring and the 2500 ringside seats from 
tropical downpour that might come at 
any minute on this night so advanced 
already into the rainy season. Heavy 
rains were overdue by two weeks and 
more. Light rain had come almost every 
afternoon and dark portentous skies 
hung overhead. In America, that would 
speak of quick summer storms, but the 
clouds in Africa were patient as thc 
people and a black whirling smoky sky 
could shift overhead for days before 
more than a drop would fall. 
Something of the weight of this on- 
coming rain was in the air. The early 
night had been full of oppression, and it 
was hot for so early in the morning, 80 
degrees and a little more. Thoughts, 
however, of the oncoming fight left 
Norman closer to feeling chill. He was 
ng next to Plimpton in the second 
row from the ring, a seat worth travel- 
ing thousands of miles to obtain (al- 
though, counting two round wips, the 
figure might yet be 25,000 miles—a barrel 
of jet lag for the soul). In front of them 
was a row of wireservice reporters and 
photographers leaning on the apron of 
the ring; inside the ropes was Ali, check- 
ing the resin against his shoes and offer- 
ing flashes of his shuflle to the study of 
the crowd, whirling away once 
while to throw a kaleidoscopedoren of 
punches at the air in two seconds, no 
more—one-Mississippi, two-Mississippi— 
12 punches had gone by. Screams from 
the crowd at the blur of the gloves. He 
was all alone in the ring, the Challenger 
on call for the Champion, the Prince 
waiting for the Pretender, and unlike 
other fighters who wilt in the long min- 
utes before the titleholder will appear, 
Ali seemed to be taking royal pleasure 
in his undisputed possession of the space. 
He looked unafraid and almost on thc 
ness, as if the discipline of 


thousand nights of sleeping without his 
tide after it had been taken from him 
without ever losing a contest—a frustra 
tion for a fighter doubtless equal in 
impact to writing A Farewell to Arms 
and then not being able to publish it— 
must have bee n years of 
trial through which he had come with 
the crucial part of his honor, his talent 
and his desire for greatness still intact, 
and light came off him at this instant. 
His body had a shine like the flanks of 
a thoroughbred. He looked fully ready 
to fight the strongest, meanest man to 
come along in Heavyweight circles in 

(continued on page 172) 


STALKING THE WILD GREENBACK 


tips on eating the natural way by fuel gibson, who says, “the cleveland casting works fire hydrant has a 
wholesome flavor that reminds me of the taste of wild hickory nuts” parody By LARRY TRITTEN 


DURING the more than 30 years spent 
eating my way through the meadows and 
backwoods of America, I have learned a 
great deal about the health-giving qual- 
ities of natural foods and the importance 
of a balanced diet. It has been a reward- 
ing life—not so rewarding, perhaps, as 
the life of a stockbroker or a vice-squad 


detective, but at least my pulse, respira- 
tion and blood pressure are all normal 
and I haven't had to pick up a check or 
tip a waitress since the Roosevelt Admin- 
istration. The fact is, there is scarcely a 
disease known to society that cannot 
be either avoided or cured by a proper 
diet. Proper eating habits are the most 


important factor in man's health. The 
American Indians knew this, which is 
why they avoided. sweets, starches, junk 
foods and any packaged foods containing 
a prize (the quality of a product should 
speak for itself). The diet of the average 
Indian was remarkably simple. usually 
consisting of (continued on page 170) 


THE LAST TIME we tuned in on Morilyn 
Lange, she wos about to leove Honolulu 
for Aspen, to see what she could get 
into there. At the same time, her 
boyfriend, Kip, wos obout to take his 
soft-rock quintet—oppropriotely called 
Long Distonce—to Tohiti for o 
three-month gig. Well, Morilyn spent all 
of two weeks in Colorado before she 
realized how much she missed both 
Howoii and Kip. His group, meonwhile, 
hod run into a hossle—that’s showbiz— 
‘ond never mode its trip. So Morilyn 

ond Kip were back together in short 
order. They have since left their 
Honolulu oportment and moved to a 
brick house in o very green, quiet 
volley, where it roins oll the time. There 
ore lots of tropicol birds—ond. 
avocodos, popayas ond mangoes free 
for the picking. Which is convenient, 
becouse Morilyn ond Kip hove both 
been vegetarions since o discussion they 
had with some Hore Krishno people 
about korma and killing. “Things come 
back.to you tenfold, supposedly," she 
exploins, “and if you kill, soy, o calf, 
then something drastic will hoppen 


to you.” Also, she points out, “In 
Howoii, you don't need the warmth 

you get from eating meot; in New York 
or Chicago, you'd probobly need «i 

lot of steaks and stews, but not here.” 
At any rote, Matilyn says she has 

felt better since giving up meot. She's 
also been keeping in shape ploying 
forward on a women's soccer teom. “I 
ployed softball before, ond you run a 
lot in thot,” she says, “but пог 
continuously for an hour ond o half, 
the way (text concluded on page 216) 


As our gatefold queen, Marilyn receives 
quite a few prizes, including о 
Ploymote Pink Porsche 911S (below). 
But she wonts to do more modeling, so 
our heroine—a smoll-town girl—is 
headed for New York, where she'll stoy 
with her sister while she looks for 

work. “I'm scared to go,” she odmits, 
"but you hove to moke money." In any 
case, she doesn't plan to stay owoy 
from Hawaii for long. 


an eye-filling encore for may's marilyn lange, who proved 
there's more to hawaii than poi and pineapples 


PHOTOGRAPHY BY OWIGHT HOOKER 


ways stuck with one guy ot a fime. You get ta know each other's 1 
id dislikes and you start making it with your minds as well as your 
lon't think making love with someone just because you like the way he 
the way he walks, or whotever, is where it’s at. Of course, the flosh | 
|wress is great, and it’s not going to be there offer you spend some 
€ with someone. But my boyfriend alwoys finds ways to sur 
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Tms HAPPENED in the days when Duke 
Ranier of Anjou, driven from the g- 
dom of Naples, was pleased to tarry a 
few seasons in Florence. Two of the 
cavaliers who followed him, involved 
the shipwreck of his fortunes, were Filip- 
po de Lincurto and Ciarlo d'Amboia, two 
sturdy, sportive, handsome young men. 

They made a habit of daily rides 
through the streets and it was on one of 
these that Filippo first noticed Donna 
Teresa, the lovely young wile of a 
Florentine nobleman, and was pierced 
through the heart with a passion lor her. 
Soon there followed the usual course of 
such matters—letters, meetings, declara- 
tions, sighs—except that all had to be 
of the utmost discretion and the most 
painful brevity. That prudent man her 
husband seemed ev resent, 

For his part, Ciarlo fell, by coinci- 
dence, into the most similar sort of love's 
ll. At one of Duke К: 


© terina, who was younger sister 
to that very Donna Teresa. Caterina was 
х of a watchful 
nd. she had a mastiff of a mother 
who determined that no faintest 
shadow would cross her daughter's name 
she was marricd to one of the great- 
t and oldest names Tuscany. 
Thus, these two gentlemen spe 


t their 


time riding, hunting, drinking, cursing 
their fortune and devising new ways to 
smuggle letters to their ladies, To tell 


the truth, thee: two cavali 
leaping over walls—but low 
no special difheulty. When it cime to 
high, thick Florentine walls with a row 
of sharp spikes on top, they were per- 
plexed and battled. 


“They g!” 
Ciarlo exd the 
ure of women. Born in every one of 


them is the secret of devising how to slip 
past the bolts and guards to reach the arms 
of their lovers, These ladies must look 
hearts and consult th 


a letter. "It is all laid out 
issive from my dear a, And 
it is admirable strategy. If only our noble 
duke were capable of such thinking in 
the sphere of politics, he would be ruling 
in Naples today. 
irst, we shall make it a point to take 

leisurely promenade past Donna Tere- 
sa's house at noon tomorrow. If we see 
something blue hanging in one of the 
windows on the second story, our plot 
is afoot 

“Ah, excellent, excellent," said Ciarlo- 

“Then we return at midnight, There 
Tittle, low gate in the garden wall. Jt 
always locked, but tomorrow n 
will be open. Inside is an arbor where 
we shall hide until the maidservant 
comes to fetch us." 
plendid, splendid," said Ciarlo. 

“Then the servant will conduct me si- 
Лену to a certain chamber where my 
dear Teresa will be awaiting me naked 


„ long night from The Novellino. by Salernitano Masuccio, 1476 


in bed. I shall undress and go to her, 
and then I shall begin to” 

"No песа to go into tedious det; Y 
already have some notion of what might 
follow. But, my dear Filippo, where am Z 


nd where is my lady at this time? 
“Ah. yes,” Filippo said, bringing him- 
sell back from his daydream. "My de: 


friend, your role as safeguard is one of 
the most important of all and I shall be 
eternally grateful to you for your vigi- 
lant sacrific 
And what docs dat mean 
ro with growing suspicion 

“Only that Teresa's husband is a man 
who sleeps soundly enough but who 
seems to have a kind of nervous sixth 
sense of her absence. Let her so much 
stir a few steps from the bed 
he wakes up in alarm, But as long 
there is a warm body breath 
side, he is content to snore away у 
do not have to be afraid, my friend. You 
simply strip yourself and, to keep him 
quiet while my lady and I. . . . Well, 
хо keep him quiet, you remain there 
through the night. At dawn, you arise 
за steal away." 

"Sir!" shouted rlo in high fluster, 
T am an Italian gentleman. 1 do not do 
such things! And. besides, what if this 
fellow should waken in the night and. 
feeling lustful. . . . No, I can't go through 
hin. 

But Filippo pursued the matter—with 
demands on Ciarlo's friendship and loy- 
alty, with allusions to his own happiness 
that might be destroyed if anything 
went awry in the plan and, finally, with 
promises to do everything in his power 
10 bring about Ciarlo's happiness in the 
future. 

In the end. overcome by all this. С 
could only grumble and give in. "At any 
rate.” he said, "I shall not tike off my 
clothes and the only naked thing about 
me will be my sword. ТЇЇ lay it down 
between us and if the husband makes 
even the slightest outcry 

“I knew that you were the truest friend 


asked 


wi 


ILLUSTRATION BY BRAD HOLLAND 


Ribald Classic 


a man could ever have!" 
ippo. 
Everything went precisely according to 
the following night until the mo- 
t when Ciarlo was brought to the 
door of the husband's bedchamber. “Take 
ol your clothes now," whispered thc 
mitidservant 
1 refuse!” said Ciarlo. 

“You must!” 
tell the difference i 
began such 
was afraid that the whole scheme would 
be given away at th 
force, he undressed 
the bed with, nevertheless, 
sword ready at hand, 

АШ night long, he 
hardly daring to br ally, after 
an cternity, the wan light of dawn be; 
to come through a liile window. The 
sleeper next to him, who h 
quietly all night, now began to stir 
make soft sounds, as if floating upw 
toward wakefulness. Ciarlo then heard. 
the early-morning household sounds. "Ehe 
fires were being kindled and th 
the steps of serv 
went to [etch wat 

Cia nd stole to the door. For 
some incredible reason, it was locked. He 
heard a low sigh from his bedmate, In 
desperation, he wedged his sword blade 
between the door and the jamb 
sweating, began to lever with 
strength. A louder si, 
Ciarlo was going mad with anxiety. 

Suddenly, he heard the door being un 
locked from the outside and he stood 
back, sword at the ready. But when the 
door came open, who stood there but 
Filippo and Teresa, tousled from lovec- 
play and sleep. 

“For God's sake, be careful!” said С 
lo angrily, but they both burst into 
laughter and entered the chamber care- 
lessly. 

“Dear friend," said Filippo. “by the 
great love I bear you, be not offended. 
But I do believe that nature has neglect- 
ed to bestow оп you cold Piedmontese 
the instinct she gives to all the lower 
mals. Every male beast, except the Pie 
montese, сап sense the particu scent, 
the generous warmth. of the female of 
his kind!” Whercat he stepped to the 
bed, threw back the covers and revealed 
ked, inviting body of Cate- 
The gentleman you had in mind 
departed on a journey to Flanders yes- 
terday morning. And you have spent the 
night one foot away from the lady you 


exclaimed 


. "He can 
And she 


remonstr; 


ious, 


ose 


rlo bit his lip with anger and frus 
. But in a moment, all was well. 
held out her round arms to 
sa gave him a reassuring little 
caress and а push. Filippo and his love 
returned to her room to do whatever 
т left undone the night before 


ylight. 


—Retold by Clement Bett ED уаз 


NS 


S Ў 


PLAYBOY 


SEX IN CINEM A-FRENCH STYLE 


world, was, card noted, blemished by 
flagrant promotions for sexy movies— 
nd even notsosexy movies—cheaply 
wing their charms from onc end of 
avenue to the other. Neon-rimmed 
and. bottoms, or thinly d 

pols—far larger than 
ped out at passers-by 


life—virtually 1 


in shameless sidewalk pitches for such 


suggestively titled films as Les Falseuses, 
Les Seins de Glace, Les Mille et Une 
Nuits, Contes Immoraux and Les Cou- 
ples du Bois de Boulogne (which, freely 
translated into English, would be Balls, 
Icy Breasts, 1001 Nights. Immoral Tales 
and Couples in the Park). 

wt that Giscard was a prude. 
med to get rid of were the 
y billboards, not the movies they 
touted. Since coming to power a year ago, 
ıd personally — 
freewheeling style that rec- 
ice as а nation of consenting 
n fact, 
nervous bodyguards one eve- 
aucun 1 accompanied his 
hter to a theater show 


20-year-old 
ing Кеп Russell's uninhibited British- 


d. a bill to legalize abortion in 
France was passed against heavy Churci 
opposition. 

In this generally permissive moral cli- 
te, the French are телке thei 
historic cla 


the sexual 
ее was the 


cards and ogle seminudes at the Fol 
. The pornography explosion in 
the U.S. Den Holland and С 
many changed all that, and the switch 
was ironically dramatized carly 
by Bernardo Berol 


patriate, 


atching up with the sexual revolution 

i or in cinema than any- 
e else. The winds of change blew up 
some controversial film fare even duri 
the latter part of the Tate President 
Georges Pompidous relatively staid re- 
gime. During 1973-1974, director Marco 
Ferreri's Grande Boufje broke precedent 
with its outrageous black humor about 
four bored male hedonists (portrayed by 
Marcello chel Piccoli, 
Ugo Tognazzi and Philippe Noiret) who 
decide 10 commit suicide by cating and 
fornicating ad nauseam. Next came Les 
erally, The Waltzers, though 
French gutter argot for tes- 
prudently changed to 
speaking audi- 
id of road movie 
concerning two teenaged pettyahicf studs 
lyand-willing kidnap vic- 
tim (Miou-Miou), a restless beautician 
who has never had a satisfactory orgasm. 


g 


(continued from page 85) 
Les Valseuses, a huge success at the box 
office, also offered a startling cameo by 

ach superstar J 
bird who gi 


perennial Fr 
reau, as a sprung j 
lads one night of iree love before shoot- 
ng herself in the vagina with a revolver. 


(WR—Mysteries of the Organism) Ma- 
kavejev mowed dow! 
rules of decorum wi 


any stillstanding 


out. political 
ing urination, defecation, some 


а chocolate-covered 


ducers, claiming Шагын hadn't known 
jt she had got herself 

But that was only the begi 
no is the New Wave 
habrol, himself a 
Nouvelle Vague group led by Francois 


ed director 
veteran of the 


dominated 


throughout 


.dn 1974, a b 
in France, 15 to 90 per- 
nt of French movies: 
francs to see what Amer 
flick. Ask Pourquoi? and 40,000,000 
сп are apt to answer with a 

Pourquoi pas? Maybe it's 
sheer escapism for a people currently in 
the grip of a severe economic recesi 


ans would call a 


Gallic shru; 


forecasts of greate 

Cherchez In femme is a facetious but 
ich answer to m: 
nd the woman with 
clues in this case turns out to be E 
manuelle—the 


hardship to coi 


the bouest 


breakthrough 
bestselling 
Ile Arsan, nom 


memoirs by one Emmi 
de plume for the wile of a Fre 
ioned in Rome (say people who 
know). The Deep Throat of French sex 
lly if not pornographical- 
g Emmanuelle is the i 
the history of le 


tering mone 
cinéma. français—hav 
. over 36,000,000 in France 
pidly upsetting glum box-office 
n Japan, Austr 
Brazil and Taly (where the 
Hy re-edited by local 
butors following a censorship b 
nother legal ha 


lictions in the U. 


movie was drastica 


which set off ye 

Softcore by U.S. stand: 
innocuous as a sh 
to jaded connoisseurs of 
nd Los Angeles porn. 7 


ds, Emmanu- 


old former 
uls had ware 
carecr in ci 


him that beginning hi 
with an erotic film would mean disaster, 
irily: "People see this film 
hout feeling guilty.” 


sec how a star is born in 2Lycarold 
Dutch actress Sylvia Kristel, who fetch- 
ngly portrays Emmanuelle as the young 
Parisian wife of a French diplomat 
Bangkok. After winning her crotic wings, 
so to spei n Air France jet, 
Emmanuelle lands amid the lush Oriental 
fleshpots to plumb the mysteries of les 
pe, buggery and 
sex à trois. The film's message appears to 
be liberation through subjugation (à la 
The Story of Q), but Jaeckin speaks 
loudest when he is showing instead of 
telling it—in the carly sequences, full of 
be: fully photo- 
nsuality and 


iul women beau 
graphed with vibrant 
style. 

Trim, energetic Yves Rousset Rouard, 
prior to. Emmanuelle a Madison. Ave- 
nue-type producer of TV commercials, 
саше to launch the picture in New York 
months after its astonishing Paris 
premiere. He shed further light on the 
film's success: "When 1 fist thought 
about producing Emmanuelle, 1 was not 
thinking about porno. | am mot a sex 
specialist. I thought about Last Tango in 
Paris. | wanted to beat that—and we did. 
1 undertook what you call motivation re- 
search. I began with a well-known book. 
I found a young bourgeois girl who looks 
quite pure, like a girl you see every day 
on the street in your home town. I found 
а young director and crew who were am- 
bitious to prove themselves. Then we, 
ed at the finest theaters in d$... 
the test of 
strength . . з, at the 
m theater, there were 300 people 
iding in a queue around the block.” 

Rousset-Rouard admits, however, that 
Emmanuelle was helped along by a stroke 
of fate: "When the film was finished, w 
presented it to the official censors, the 
Commission de Contróle .. . and the gov- 
ernment said non, refused to pas Em- 
manuelle. A few days later. Pompidou 
died. When the new president was 
elected, he said: ‘People over 21 
Jults who can decide for themselves what 
they want to sce.’ Giscard is a very lil 
1. liberated man . . . though 1 don't 
wish to discuss the president, since he's a 
d of mine. 
t throwaway line reveals a lot 
about freedom from censorship in 
llionaire producer 


nd 
p with the chief of state, he must be 
right. Such a liaison 


nedy regime 
s cultural rancho, Ni 
on's asexual power g: 
ad's homeyfolksy holding operation. 
Nixon as President was told by a pre 
jous, expensive. committee of experts 
thin no harm could be detected in the 
open distribution of pornography at 
which he threw the rascals out and or 
dered a series of obscenity prosecutions 
(continued on page 202) 
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"Hate being a party pooper, but I happen to be engaged 
toa truck driver in Great Falls, Montana.” 
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THE 


PLAYBOY 
LAND YACHT 


A Du. Lacan $ 
“you're looking at ihe great american dream machine—a wonder home on wheels that even drives itself — 


‘THE OLD CHUCK BERRY SONG No Money Down told about a fantasy Cadillac with a bed itr the back, phone, TV, short- E 
wave radio and other optional extras; but the machine Chuck sang about couldn't touch What's pictured here and 

on the following pages. The land yacht we commissioned Detroit designer Syd Mead to create is a six-wheel wonder 
vehicle that combines many of today's mechanical innovations with some space-age technology that you can expect | 
to be incorporated into tomorrow's assemblyline mobile homes. Not “only does it contain almost all the amen- 
ities you would ordinarily leave behind when émbarking on an extended trip, or just out for a day's cruise, it 
can also drive itself—via Electronic sensors—while you and a companion relax in the yacht's luxurious front 


ludes radar-activated sensors for 

ol cruising, trip tapes with 

recorded tips on throughway exits, etc., 

a phone hookup with the rest of the vehicle, 
dials for adjusting the tire pressure and 
two zoom-lensed TV cameras, with infrared 
filters, to monitor the road fore and aft. 


DESIGNED ESPECIALLY FOR PLAYBOY BY SYD MEAD 


lounge. But that’s getting ahead of 
our story. Before entering the yacht, 
let's take a walk around it and exam- 
ine some of the exterior features. 

Look again at the illustration on 
the previous page and you'll see that 
the yacht's pointed nose serves two 
functions: It provides the aerodynamic 
styling that a machine of this size de- 
mands and it allows for the four 
lounge seats up front to be arranged 
at a 45-degree angle to the axis of the 
vehicle, thus saving considerable in- 
terior space. 

For night driving, the yacht's front 
lighting consists of two swing-down io- 
dine quartz lamps, plus four normal 
high/low/intermediate lights, which 


When our land yacht is parked, its brain box (front 


center) can be closed and pivoted ta double as a 
cocktail table. The bath is shown with its door cut 


open-air skylight with its electranic 
sun deck portially lowered. 


are folded back when off, swinging out 
against adjustable stops (for proper 
aiming) when the sliding cover door is 
activated. In addition, a front-scanning 
infrared lamp produces a wide-angle 
fan of radiation, for pickup on the 
yacht's consolemounted TV screen. 
What you see in the monitor is an in- 
frared-filter view of the roadway. This 
system is an outgrowth of the exotic 
Air Force fighter-pilot technology, 
which produces an animated, terrain- 
characteristic “picture” in front of the 
pilot, regardless of the weather or 
visibility conditions. Thus, once the 
driver gets the feel of his infrared 
screen, he can safely cruise at normal 
speeds in dense fog, darkness, drifting 


This is the rear lounge—and thot bed, gentlemen, 
measures seven feet by six feet. In the 

center, below the TV and the movie projector (a 
screen rolls down over the rear 

window, foreground], is the bar copsule; 

it's lined with crushed velvet, like 
the phone container to its right. 


The nocturnal view—through the rear window— 
shows the expandable bathroom wall. Atop is 
the sun deck; when traveling, a bubble of 

air arches over the space so thot the 

deck con be open. Obviously, the 
couple pictured here couldn't care 
less about all of this. 


PLAYBOY 
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snow or heavy rain. 

As an added safety feature, the yacht's 
prow consists of twin free-floating bump- 
ers extending along either side of the 
front peak, with a center section that is 
projected hydraulically when the vehicle 
(The same section be 
protruded when the machine is parked, 
a protective measure against ham-fisted 
drivers who park by ear.) 

Furthermore, when the yacht has been 
driven out to the boonies and parked on 
n terrain, twin electric screw jacks 
ally mounted at either side of 
an be activated to level the 
Iso come in handy when 


in motion 


nt chores such as tire changing, 

to know that the yacht's exterior 
body panels all remove quickly for s 
icing circuitry as well as for allow 
access 10 subsystems behind interi 
walls, such as lighting conduits, vent 
ductwork, etc. Tanks for on-board wa- 
ter and the like are slung under the body 
sill and serve also to disguise the actual 
floor line. (Incidentally, the engine com- 
parument is designed то handle a flat8 
diesel.) 


nice 


Atop the land yacht, yowll notice a 


mini sun lounge or deck that's actually 
a housing for the airconditioning unit, 
the top of the food serviceand.entert. 
ment module and headroom for the rc: 
lounge. The perimeter of this lounge is 
a glass reveal with a surrounding air 
channel. This produces, at speed, a bub- 
ble of rcing over the space so that 
the deck cin be open during highway 
travel and not produce buffeting or ex- 
cesive wind . The floor of the sun 
deck consists of four motor-driven plates 
that can be lowered r lounge 
taching or removing the deck's 
ierproof nylon cushions. 
xtending along the side of the yacht 
isa dow that's approximately 
at shoulder level in the front lounge (due 
to the higher position of the seats) and 
at eye level, when seated, in the rear 
lounge. The lights on the sun lounge are 
lly required. clearance markers for 
length and height. Side marker 
are in the bumper collapse space 
h end of the vehicle. At the front 
of the yacht, just ahead of the sun- 
roof opening, thei p. below whi 
is housed the forwardscanning 
fixture. 

So much for the yacht’s exterior. Let's 
now step inside, the open-sesame being 
made either by inserting a plastic phone 
dial card into a slot concealed in the 
door or by pushing a special code se- 
quence on a button plate adjacent to 
the card slot. (Thus, there's no more lost- 
key blues and. you never have to worry 
yourself out.) 


to the 


row W 


radar 


In theory, the yacht's interior is de- 
signed to be that of a very large, roomy, 
consummately comfortable car, rather 
a camped, miniaturized house. 
is an important distinction. A 
ПЕСИ for example »rmous 
(that's the size of the one you find in the 
lounge) whereas a 6 x 7^ room is 
tiny. All the design features of the ve- 
hicle are geared toward achieving the 
overall ambience of luxurious fixtures 
and appointments in a confined space 
through the use of proportion, perspec- 
e and alignment of various interior 
5. 

In the frc 
reclining cd 
tional grouping not 
«Lin а posh men's club. 
dictates, these chairs c 
lowered to create а 5 xB’ sleeping ar 
with the center console (which we'll ex- 
n) serving as a bedside table. Thus, 
you have within arm's reach stereo con- 
Wols. a phone and the option of in- 
vestigating outside midnight noises with 
infrared TV or a fullrange radar system, 

But now we're going to put you into 
the driver's seat and explain some of the 
cage technology that has gone into 
nobile of the future. In front 
forementioned c 
trol console—a highly complex brain box 
mounted on a triangular fixture that al- 
lows it to be slid to the center of the 
vehicle and serves as a bedside or cocktail 
table housing an AM/FM/SW/LW re- 
ad cassette unit. 

However, you're probably itching to 
get your hands on the land yachr's steer- 
ing whecl, but—surprisc— it doesn’t come 
equipped with such a pedestrian mecha- 
nism, Instead, what you maneuver with 
are twin control handles mounted on ro- 
tating disks: each is connected. through 
clectrohydraulic valves to the power- 
steering system and turn together, 
although cither one may be used. one- 
handed, to steer. The tearshaped but- 
tons atop each handle (as you'll see in 
the picture on page 149) are for signaling 
a tun 


hed, 


e 


there are four 
в a conversi 


ke what you'd 
the 
be 


But wher 


tem that automatically locks the va 
within 30 minutes of your leaving, 
this function has not already been per- 
formed. (You сап also use it for activate 
ing cooking units at specified times.) 
Now we come to something really spe- 
cial, available with a litle help from the 
friendly geniuses who reside at Hone 
well and other companies that are i 
the development of recognition circuit- 
ry. The current state of the art of this 
highly specialized field is just this: It 
now has become possible to construct 


“sentient” lowlevel intelligence capa- 
bilities that can relieve a driver of con- 
stant control and include corrective 
surveillance of a vehicle in motion, even 
in light traffic, What this means is that 
there now are available exotic recogni- 
tion /reading sensing devices (being used 
primarily by the military) that can visual- 
ly pick up an object, trace its profile and 
recognize it, along with a dozen other 
sophisticated ticks, Couple thi d of 
technology with the power steering and 
electronic cruisecontrol throttle system 
that are incorporated in our land yacht 
and you are enjoying a control setup 
that can be instructed to run through 
ds of situation analogs per sec- 
elect optimum instructions and exe- 
cute them with nothing morc than cast 
supervision by the man at the whecl (or 
we should say the tw 

This drivcsclect 
palm-operated movable fixture located i 
the center of the control console. The 
two program seis you 
g are Full Auto 1 and Full Auto 2, with 
readout windows in cach button to indi- 
cate which. series of functions, or which 
control level, is in use. Full Auto Т 
would be а predetermined program for 
long-distance driving on crosscountr 
routes and. would be complex enough to 
pass slow-moving vehicles, look ahead for 
a vehicle coming onto the road from an 
on ramp. slowdowns, ctc. It would also 
monitor “clos to avoid rapid 


g speed 


braking, which is common on long drives 
because of the hypnotic effect of hour- 


afte 


hour 55mph driving. 
ull Auto 2 would be а more complex 
program for driving in light urb; 
fic, slow-moving rushhourcrawl sit 
tions and repetitive circumstances, such 
as motoring to your country house or 
to the local ai 
would differ 
and sporis cars at any distance, read the 
traffic lights and determine the bounda- 
ries of the road or street by ave 
ment of other vehicles fore 
in other words, fit the I 
sense of the traffic pattern. 

Incidentally, the padded bar withi 
reach of the driveselect control 
1. no, it doesn't play 
s of the theme from 


y, trucks 


nd aft; 
acht into the 


Now take a look at the top row of the 
insttument console that's directly in 
front of the dual steering handles. Aside 
from the usual left-right turn. indicators, 
fucl-capacity, water-temperature and oi 
pressure gauges, speedometer and odome- 
ter, you get a few goodies 
from road-rally enthusiasts—spccificall: 
a diode readout that gives the average 
miles per hour for a con y "mov 
envelope” of 100 miles coupled with ac- 
cumulated mileage from a selected point; 

(concluded on page 158} 
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А pass-throwing wizard named Reese 

Prays nightly for marital peace. 
There ате stadium cheers... 
There are bedchamber tears. 

Roth result from his famed quick release. 


DILE Keene 


n М.В.А. groupie named Leaming 
ed two jocks at once and was scheming 
Tocombine ass and head 
With a duo in bed, 
“For I like,” she explained, “double-teaming.” 
seams onn 
Snarled a hockey defenseman named Cox, 
Who'd contracted a case of the pox, 
“When you're offered a bod, 
Body-checking, by God, 
Keeps you out of the penalty box!" 
. 
When a horseplaying golfer named Gray 
Balled a girl in the rough late one day, 
He found her, though willing, 
Just barely fulfilling. ... 
“IL would rate her,” said Gray, “a par lay." 


4 X ett 


With a style he's been told to discard. 
His bachstroke's the topic: 
He swims periscopic 

And competes, say officials, too hard. 


amt k nnn 


Here's advice from a track coach named Wertz: 


“Making love's like the mile,” he asserts. 
“During most of the race, 
One may vary the pace; 
At the finish, however—one spurts.” 
ananas konnen 
Says an ace soccer center named Fedder, 
“I don't really do well with a spreader. 
I prefer my free kicks 
With a groupie who sticks 
To that great scoring tactic-the header!” 
senan Kennt 
Says a weight-lifting stud named McGurk, 
“I prefer, in my muscle-tone work, 
To get satisfaction 
From muscling the action 
Witha snatch as compared with a jerk.” 


PHOTOGRAPHY BY DICK IZUI 


There's а standout young swimmer named Bard 


а trophy case full of well-coordinated locker-room limericks 


humor By J. F. O'CONNOR 


A singles-bar hitter named Ford 
Leads off with a girl who is bored 
By advancing his claim 
That the aim of the game 
Comes to this: to have singled and scored. 
LIII Wake eee 
A gigantic young crewman named Tate 
Has а pecker whose weight is so great 
That his dates fear to screw. 
What's a stroke oar to do? 
He's reduced to just pulling his weight. 
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Love in the atrium. 


E erre e x 


Roman galleys were rowed by foreign slaves using the rhythm method. 


/ 


„and now,request time! For Captain Gino. 
First Whipman Dominick and 
the guys on lower B deck 
wlio are tired of the Latin beat 
a Polish polka. 


Nero does his own thing...and so does everybody else. 


E Here comes Nero! His harmonica — E TIL hide his harmonica.. Dut Whot the hell! Lm desperate: АШ 
3 playing drives е акадан, crt? TM. 7 76 
| e nui! N 


Look what 1 
bought for n. 


E 


[2 ДОРО 
AR F2 
DD O 


Y 


Mama mia! I ау it 
WEA Gs a mouth organ! 
т 
م‎ L N 


never Know 
why they 
3 call these 


To be continued. 
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PLAYBOY LAND YACHT (оиа pon page 52) 


and a six-digit time readout below that 
is accumulated driving time from a se- 
lected reference point. 

The video screen, located in the center 
of the control panel, can be used in var- 
ious ways—as an exterior monitor when 
the vehide is parked (both cameras have 
sweep angle mountings), as а rearview 
scanner when in motion and, a 
tioned, as а forward-sca 
produced, infrared-ülter 
roadway in fog, darkness or other obscur- 
ing weather conditions. 

To the right of the screen is a pair of 
slide scales, with arrow buttons above 
and below. The lighted scale controls 
screen brightness; the dark one selects the 
scanning mode for visual pickup. That is, 
you push the top arrow for а front view 
and the bottom one to look behind you. 
Of course, you not only look around but 
can zoom а little speck in the distance 
up to recognition size, scan back and 
forth across a multilane highway or in- 


we men- 


vestigate a selected vehicle nearby. The 
slide on the scale determines the degree 
of zoom involved. 

We could spend pages discussing other 
into 


technical innovations built the 
Playboy Land Yacht’s dashboar 
ample, automatic trip tapes act 
the accumulated-mileage indi 
nounce exits, route changes, etc; controls 
for automatic tire-pressure adjustment; 
twin auxiliary electric traction motors 
coupled to the rear-wheel set; a radio- 
phone that can be broadcast for confer- 
ence calls throughout the machine; 
multiple mikes throughout the yacht for 
conversations ar speed; and multiple 
touble-analysis buttons similar to those 


built into TV sets and computers to fa- 
cilitate repair 

But instead, let's е you're on a 
suetch of uninterrupted highway, the 
kind, say, you might find in Nevada. We 
move the padded, palmoperated drive- 
select control to Full Auto 1, knowing it's 
unlikely that we'll be encountering any 
heavy traffic, and turn to explore the re- 
mainder of the land yacht. 


'ecidy to the rear of the front lounge 


where we've been relaxing is the yacht's 
main audio/video center, with storage for 
48 or so cassettes ready to be played on 
the builtin quadraphonic sound system. 
Above a portion of the cassettes that can 
be scen (with access door open) on page 
150 are the controls for all audio/video 
functions and а 17 х5” monitor screen 
that can be used in conjunction with the 
portable TV camera housed j 
the moi 


st above 


or. 

Next to these electronic playthings is 
the yachr's galley. On board. this land- 
going vessel, however, you've none of 
the time-consuming chores that tradition- 
ally accompany chow time. A microwave 
oven is your silent chef, turning out p 
ing-hot prepackaged delicacies that only 
moments before were in the cold-storage 
unit. Drink to accompany your food is 
just around the comer, housed in a cap- 
sule-shaped compartment covered by a 
rotating stainless-steel shield. You'll 
be happy to know that this unit has an 
added fillip: a series of foam-rubber "fin- 
gers” that can be placed between bottles 
when the vehicle is in motion, preventing 
breakage and noise. Built imto a small 
console at the base of the bar pylon arc a 


“Knowing you has meant a lot to me, 
Elaine, but this isn’t just good night, it’s goodbye. When 
the moon goes down, I change into a man.” 


her, 


maker. 

So you've fixed yourself a drink (soft, 
of course, because the yacht's in motion) 
and stepped back to relax in one of the 
ar lounge's deep, spacious chairs. (Come 
night, these chairs сап be elecuonically 
converted 
bed) 

Above the bar unit are a color-TV 
set that, for viewing convenience, 
move through a 20-degree arc, 
time readout and a projection unit that 
throws a wide-angle movie, TV or VTR 
image onto the viewing screen, which can 
be lowered from its housing just above 
the huge rear picture window. 

For additional privacy, a blackout 
screen and а semidark screen are stored 
in a full-width slot at the base of the 
window and can be raised into position 
by cable and motor. (Bottom-to-top move- 
ment allows one to p 
blackout screen, thus Jetting light in, 
while still ensuring that an interior view 
of the lounge itself is unavailable to cu 
rious passers-by.) Ashtrays and lighters 
are located around the chairs, per 
auto manufacturers practice, and a 
phone is housed in a stainless-steel egg- 
shaped capsule just inside the door. 
Only one additional element of our 
ayboy Land Yacht is left to be ex- 
plored and that's the bath (check the 
cutaway view on page 150), a compact 
yet ultraluxe sanctum located adjacent 
to the audio/video controls. Housed here, 
of course, is the john (an air-flush /water- 
rinse type that swivels to a diagonal posi 
tion for use), a fold-down vanity /basi 
and—wonder of wond air-inflat- 
able tub that can be expanded along one 
of the rear lounge's walls to allow for 
showering or soaking. The dimen 
the bath (with the tub expanded) are ap- 
proximately 4^ x 414’, ample for all but 
the most Brobdingnagi: Furthermore, 
the entire bath section can be removed 
as a unit when the machine is being used 
for urban/suburban needs, thus increas- 
ing interior space and allowing for the 
inclusion of au additional chair identical 
to those in the front lounge are: 

So there it is, the Playboy Land Yacht; 
a 21м Century vehicle that's a lot closer 
to reality than you might think. Fo: 
come the not-too-distant future, when the 
oil crunch has been settled and the econ- 
omy has righted itself, this is definitely 
the direction that the mobile home away 
from home will take. Relatively small 
(the vehicles overall length is only 
208”) and virtually all i the 
land yacht will bring ultimate thrills to 
the open road and also be great for tool- 
ing around town—just to see heads turn. 
In the meantime, it’s OK to dream. 


to am even more spacious 


ally lower the 


s—an 


ions of 


*Before I found Vat 69 Gold, 
nobody listened to me. 
Now D drink in every word? 


“T used to hang around 
the public library a lot. 
*Read any good books 
lately?' I would say. 
‘Shhhhh; they would say. 
'Then I found Vat Gold. 
; That impressive Vat 69 
label was on the outside. 
dis What was inside was 
even better А last a good Scotch I could afford. 
The whole package was altogether a thing 
of beauty. To another thing of beauty, I 
said, ‘Hey, I found Vat Gold? “You know, 
I can just tell by your eyes that you're 
a really sensitive person} she said. Then [' 
she started toying with my lapel. Now! 
mention Vat Gold to every girl I meet. 
Its wonderful. I’m happy. But my 
lapels are getting dog-eared? 1 


Vat 69 Gold. The upwardly WERE ШЕ 
mobile Scotch. B 


—_ 
Blended Scotch Whisky. 86 Proof. Sole U.S. Importer: National Distillers Products Co., New York. 
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LOATHE THY NEIGHBOR „со page 102) 


The birds like yachts in the air, or 
beating like hearts 

Along the water; the flares of sunset, 
the peaks of Point Lobos. . . . 


But because pain stood in the way of 
Jeffers’ pleasure with people, he dis- 
cd that pleasure onto nature. Found 
auties there. Notice that he could 
afford to buy the best view. It is, I think, 
the basic, generic, archetypal California 
: You move to California and buy 
ше beauty, buy a little space so you 
a little grace, 
ned. 

Not everyone: 7 


job. but 
hasn't gone too well lately, and when 
the jobs are off, you can divide the or- 
nary Californians from the shufllers. 
judgment of the executive director 
of the Sierra Club, Michael McCloskey. 

: “We are in favor of 
zero population growth at the earliest 
feasible time.” Just like that: where the 


7 


wy 
5 


elite meet to 
the $ 
fornia, which 
parks tha 


. It isn’t accidental that 

s founded in Cali- 
cady has more national 
any other state. It isn’t acci- 
de alifornia these days, 
noticed that people, ordinary folks, 
moving in among its natural beauties, 
has decided abruptly to close up shop. 
discourage immigration, cancel develop- 
ment, as Oregon began doing years ago. 
(Historically, Oregon was the first Beau- 
tiful Place in the American West: people 
migrated there before they began mi- 
ng to California m 
One recalls Dick Tuck's answer to Rob- 
ert Kennedy when Kennedy asked him 
what they should have done to win the 
y in 1968: Tuck said they 


Tew ghettos.) 
all 


is the state, above 
others in the United States of Ameri 
Florida included, where people move 
who covet the best view, who believe 
that art, beauty and truth can be bought. 
People like that don't make the best 
neighbors. Jeffers would have preferred 
to be alone on his point, as he grumbled 


9 
GINAS 
MASSAGE 

PARLOR 


EXECUTIVE SPECIAL 


E60 MASSAGE 


in one of his poems: “This beautiful 
place defaced with a crop of suburban 
pouses. . . ." The word for that attitude 
greed, and it is greed no less for bei 
masked as nature worship. The people 
ban houses also like the 
turn, greedy on their 
Il its beauty, Carmel is 
in some ways a silly town, a town of 
tourist shops and tourist shopkeepers 
pretending to be a town of bohemians, 
as the adherents of the countercultu 
were called when Carmel was young. 
The artists and writers who settled in 
Carmel in йз early years settled therc 
it was cheap. It is hardly cheap 
the town struggles to keep 


in those subu 


ow 


because 


such “charm” as it has left, and for the 
past several years. that struggle has 
taken the form of a battle over an ar 


choke farm, the Odello ranch at the 
mouth of the Carmel River, in the valley 
t below the hills on which Carmel i 
opers wanted to put up more 
tments and motel гоо 
the Odello property. a 
n area with a population of fewer than 
10.000 souls. Carmel succeeded in forc- 
ig the developers to reduce the density 
of their proposed complex to between 
300 and 400 units and in setting aside 
half the Odello ranch for a state. park; 
but so far the town has not succeeded i 
doing what it wants t0 do, which is to 


t ihe. project thrown out entirely and 
leave the Odello ranch in artichokes. 
So the individualists in their proud 


towers despised the houses packed to- 
ther on seashore lots. and the owners 
of houses despised the dwellers in apart- 
ments and the visitors in motels. This 
beautiful place of suburban houses de- 
faced with a erop of apartments... . And 
not even the apartment dwellers, if they're 
ever let in, would want the kids sleeping 
on the beach, which isn’t allowed. Is there 
anyone in California who doesn't think 
the п g 10 hell? 

1 discovered on g a truth about 
Carmel: that it w 
stance: that it 
people there who said proudly that one 
day they had just dropped everything— 


mor 
be: 


hout sub. 


uty wii 


ind 
people could 


ed what sort 
op all responsibili ıd move 
nd backwater by 


I wond 
simply d 
somewhere pleasant 
the sea, D ошо 
known who spoke of 
their throat—thi 
me ош once а year on their vacations 
10 read Hesse or Gibran or Rod McKuen 
or even Richard Bach (they filmed por 
ous of Jonathan Livingston Seagull in 
by the way. Where else?) on the 
egrave. They went back to 
у calmed. though by the 
me their tans had faded, they were cry- 
ing at their desks again, as if a trip to 
California were no more filling thin a 


work tempor 
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Cantonese meal. I called an elderly man 
who had been powerful in a large Mid- 
western city before he retired to Carmel. 
He said he didn't want to talk, he'd had 
three operations and did I understand 
1 said I did and thanked him and hung 
up. Slowly it dawned on me that I was 


on the trail of privilege and that tc 
find privilege was to find fear, And to 
find fear is always to find cssences— 


to find what people tremble to protect 

I remembered another. powerful man, 
this one a native 
had met on a flight to Africa, where he 


Californian, whom 1 
was going to look into mineral exploita 
tion. When he mentioned that his offices 
in San Fran 
him about the dangers 
of earthquake, but he took the subject 
ously. The building in which he had 
his offices was carthquake-prool, he said. 


were new tower 


cisco. 


at most, some of the windows might go. 
They had enough food up there, high 
above the city, to last out the aftershocks. 
and guns to shoot looters, His eyes 
gleamed at that, and before long he had 
drunk so much champagne that he 
couldn't get out of his scat 

We made a swing north from Carmel 
to get the lay of the land, still looking 
for a place where civilized folk could 
live. A dassmate of mine teaches at the 
University of California at Santa Cruz— 
arted in 1965 I 


a » above the 


mpus 


faded town of Santa Cruz at the north 
end of Monterey Bay 
on what used to be a cattle ranch—and 
we stopped there. UCSC takes top stu 
dents, the next generation of California 
leaders, the first really numerous genera 
tion of natives. At UCSC apart 
ıs at a spiritual retre: 


ımong redwoods 


they live 
the colleges are 
Tt would be 


scattered through the trees 
hard to get a mob together: I wondered 
if the planners had that in mind when 
they built the place, after Berkeley, alter 
Free Speech. My classmate said the stu 
dents didit take very well to the stylized 
peace and quiet. More and more of them 
were moving down into town. 

His keencst observation, the one that 
interested me most, because, having 
come from the Midwest and taught in the 
East, he was in a position to make the 
comparison, was that California students 
from Eastern 
students. Not necessarily better: different 
Eastern students, he said, acted as if they 
believed the college line that they were 
training to be leaders. California students 
came to college with little interest in 
They 


were remarkably different 


tained in educ 
nd social work. They wanted to help 
In families new to wealth 
cious first generation gives way to second 
and third generations that expiate the 
guilt of acquisition with good works. A 
generation of Galifornians was expiating 
the guilt of acquisition with good works, 


leadership 


оп 


the гара 


expiating the sins of parents who had 
scratched their way to California for the 
Which helped explain the heat 


waves of suppressed rage one saw in the 


view 


California air, because people don't 
shoulder burdens of blood attainder with. 
out rage. The older generation. arrived 
in the land of Nod and made it theirs 
the younger generation love the land 
and help one another. California isn't 
merely the land of the greedy; it is also 


the premier land of the guilty. If the 
picture of college-educated adults liber 
ating vacant 1015 and bathing oilsoaked 
birds i e that 


1 to deme 


t, only consider the mag and 


the implications of California drug 


abuse, alcohol specifically included, But 
greed and guilt together produce off- 
spring far kinkier than either one is 


capable of breeding by itself. Put greed 
and guilt together and you get the kind 
of people who put sugar in your gas tank 
if you dare disturb the falcons on Morro 
Rock, Put greed and guilt together and 
you get the kind of people who live in 
fine Big Sur 
servation money publish 
ture books. 


houses on i spend. con- 


elegant pic 


Winding north along the Coast above 
San Francisco under a perpetual fog, we 
stopped for lunch at Sea Ranch, that 


celebrated development of weekend and. 


vacation homes for prosperous San 


Todays LGM... Proud tradition. Proud heritage. Proud taste. 


proud 
smoke. 
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Franciscans. Sea Ranch has reccived 
more honors than the Taj Mahal for its 
chitecture and landscaping, but it is 
rather a barren place, weathered wood 
conferring on expensive houses a spe- 
cious austerity, a place for people who 
get their taste from architectural maga 
zines, people who wouldn't think of 


taping а child's painting to a window or 
shaking а mop out the back door. Sea 
Ranch, if truth be told, smelled of 
money, the kind professionals earn, more 


than they know what to do with. Canny 
investing to save the seashore: I thought 
Sea Ranch rather marred the view. 
Mendocino, farther up, was an assay 
other direction. It had the rough, 
muddy Jook of a fronticr town, which, in 
s. Not many years ago, it had a 
population of 784 souls. Since the: 
counterculture has discovered it, build- 
ing rural communes around it that look 
to it for supplies as farmers look to farm 
towns. And some of the counterculture 
folk, having discovered entrepreneurship, 
were setting up muddy, fogbound Men- 
docino to be a tourist attraction, 


in uhi 


a way, it 


. the 


The old 
clapboard hotel, since remodeled, built 
in 1872 the hotel in 
every Western movie you've ever sten, 
had been painted a fresh lemon yellow 
and the management had cleverly made 
up for the absence of central heating by 
supplying every bed with ап electric 


ad identical to 


blanket. I found it, as we say, charming, 
but since the bathrooms were down tl 
hall. as in former days, and there wasn't 
much to do in town unless you were into 
wave watching or macramé, my wife 
found it squalid and we drove on to 
Fort Bragg and over the coastal moun- 
tains to Willits, bulldogged by logging 
trucks front 


and r 


r hustling the red 
woods away. 

Sea Ranch and Mendocino: The third 
corner of the triangle was a place called 
Konocti Harbor Inn, а family resort of 
vast proportions on the western shore of 
Clear Lake, the largest body of fresh 
water completely within the state of 
California. A nice place: I find no fault 
with it; I merely want to point out that 
it is owned and operated, for the benefit 
of its membership first of all, by the joint 
board of labor and management of the 


United Association of Journeymen and 
Apprentices of the Plumbing and Pipe 
Fitting Industry, Local 38, San Fran- 


cisco, And is therefore, like the two other 
places, like Carmel, like California itself, 
an enclave. California is a state of en- 
claves; California is an enclave state, 
Let me explain 
more intellectual generals proposed. an 
enclave plan as а way of solving our 
problems in Vietnam. According to that 
plan, rather than try to win the war or 
settle the peace, we would simply with- 
draw our troops into protected arcas and 


Years ago, one of our 


let the rest of the country go to hell. As 
you know, the endave plan was never 
ellected. If it had been, we would be in 
Vietnam still, guarding acres of asphalted 
enclaves while the Cong lobbed in rock 
ets. But the plan didn't die; it only got 


shifted from the Far East to the Far 
West, where Oregon, a state stolen from 
the English by hardy American pioncers, 


asks hardy latter-day American pioneers 
to turn their wagons around and head on 
home, and where California puts week 
ending professionals, six-gun-toting com- 
munards and sunburned plumbers and 
pipe fitters in separate housing. 
Clemente is an enclave, as was Е 
Ashbury in mistier days, long ago. 
I enclaves а 
enclave and in valley towns in California 
the railroad tracks similarly divide Cau- 
casian from chicano. But one thing hum. 
ble folk know that Californians don't 
is that regardless of the way the top 
wires face, an enclave is always a prison. 

And not many Americans, scrambling 
into enclaves right and left though. we 
are, would say they thought the precipi 


Not 
e voluntary: Watts is an 


ation of people into enclaves was a 
desirable wend in a democracy. Yet it 
has been a long time coming, and it is 
the more difficult to think about because 
it has its roots in the American dr 

But lets drive on down from 
Lake to the Napa Valley before we talk 
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of that, and tour the Charles Krug 
Winery, admire the huge redwood vats, 
smell the smells of fermentation that we 
love so much and that sometimes get us 
into trouble, stand at the bar in the 
tasting room and swirl the chenin blanc 
in the latemorning sun, drive over to 
Sonon 
Californ: 


of misbespoken men. Lam thinking about 
freedom and comfort, and I am thinking 
about the reasons Americans move 
around. 

To begin with, I live in the Midwest, 
where most of the people who originally 
settled California and most of the people 


who moved there after World War Two 
had come from. The Midwest was never 


f neighbors pack up and 
leave for the West, Midwesterners sus- 
pected that the emigrants had the edge 
n gumption, and perhaps they did. Mid- 
westerners suspected that the best people 
were moving west and wondered if that 
was a judgment on those who stayed be- 
hind to clean out the barn and see the 
cows milked. 

But “be: n'e really right, is it? 
“Ambitious” would be more accurate, or, 
less clegantly, “greedy,” as we have dis- 
cussed. "Come on, boys," went the ad 
George Donner ran in the Sangamo 
Journal of Sangamon County, Illinois, 
on March 26, 1846. "You can have as 
much land as you want without costin 
you anything." And besides a gout of 
free land, there would be the good 
weather, no terrible Midwestern winters, 
and no disease, and lovely señoritas, and 
those great John Ford skies, and a chance 
to begin again. 

‘Those aren't the same reasons—or, 
rather, those aren't the only reasons— 
we had for exploring, founding and 
settling the United States of 
We also wanted to share equally i 
rights of man, Without that sharing, the 
other reasons become reasons only of 
physical and psychic comfort, and in the 
Jong run, they must prove, are proving, 
inimicable to the rights of п Years 
ago, before he moved to California, 
Aldous Huxley had something to say 
about the relentless search. for comfort. 
“Made possible by the changes in the 
traditional philosophy of life,” he wrote, 
“comfort is now one of the causes of its 
own further spread. For comlort has now 
become a physical habit, a fashion, am 
ideal to be pursued for its own sake. The 
more comfort is brought into the world, 
the more likely to be valued. To 
those who have known comfort, dis- 
comfort is a real torture." And since 
ifornia, by most measures—climate, 
per-capita income, you name the 
place in the United States where the 
scrabble for comfort has made the great- 
est headway, it isn't surprising that 
I do almost anything to 


keep what they've got, including shutting 
the state down. California's version of 
saving the land is that there isn't cnough 
to go around, so those who have it should 
keep away those who don't. Which isn't 
exactly the message delive 
the Sermon on the Mount. 

Т enjoy comfort, you enjoy comfort, we 
all enjoy comfort; but, as with orgasm, 
comfort carries you away only when it 
isn't directly sought. Scrabbling for com- 
fort is always scrabbling for an escape 
from mortality, and escaping from mor- 
talit an infant's dream, not an adult's 
realistic hope. In this special way, then, 
to lust for comfort as Californians have 
lusted is to be imprisoned in the past, 
the past of childhood fantasies. To move 
to California in response to a desire for 
greater comfort is to move in response to 
а daydream, and it asks for gricf. 

We haven't, it seems to me, properly 
thought the frontier movement through. 
We wanted the land filled up—it was 
the only way we could be sure we owned 
it—and we let that obscure our judg- 
ment. I'm not sure I want to be repre- 
sented in history by people who didnt 
bother to clean up their trash before they 
lit out for the territories or to look back 
once they left. I am a writer, and when 
I look to my own field of interest, I find 
that the onc area of the country in whi 
the standards of writing are consistent 
high is the South, whose writers seldon 
leave home. I think they know what 
t to be obvious to all of us, that 
comfort is a chimera d 

fetime of minute е 
time of getting to know all the trees a 
ls and birds and bees, the me: 
ders of every creek and river, the sub- 
Heties of weather and season, the patterns 
of speech, the streets of cities, Ше lay of 
the land isn't enough to master сусп one 
place, and that moving to another place 


n excuse, that 
n, a life- 
d 


means nothing grander than having to 
start all over again from scratch. 
And yet Americans move incessantly, 


at least once every five years, and the 
fluent more often yet. Move in response 
10 opportunity, of course, move in re- 
sponse to climate, but move, really, in 
response to daydrcams of pitiful gran- 
deur: to live in a “ni ighborhood, 
to have a "nicer" ho 
to dream on down 
town, а bi once or 
twice a year. Move and leave their gr 
behind: How many Americans remember 
where their grandparents are buried? 
And, having moyed to a strange place in 
amers 


a strange season, many of the dr 
then seek out endaves for themselves, 


singles complexes, suburban develop- 
ments, ethnic neighborhoods, country 
clubs, weekend retreats. Where the 
gons are in a circle and the Indians 
n't get in. Enclaves are identical to 
s in every way but one, the 
most vital: You are born into a com- 


munity or earn your place in its hodge- 
podge through long residence; at an 
enclave, you buy your way in. An enclave 
has a history, but it has no past, and we 
need а past, to Не beneath and behi 
us and remind us of who we are. 
us humble. To remind us that there are 
things left in the world that can't be 
bought. 

We went on down toward Los Angeles, 
stopping off in Santa Barbara to look up 
the descendants of the Reed family, the 
family most prominent in the Donner 
Party after the Donners themselves, but 
the Reeds had moved. Bill Loud was in 
the phone book, not the 
be modest in the face of 
Joan Didion late one even 
she was right, but she had an answering 
service and I never got through. With 
work of her own to do, my wife had gone 
home early; I took the kids and drove 
through Los Angeles to Anaheim, to the 
neyland Hotel. One of my brothers, 
Los Angeles policeman, lives nearby. 
My other brother, America's last Fa- 
bian socialist, the owner and operator of 
a Huntington Park welding shop, picked 
us up for dinner at the policeman’s 
house. I remember the evening as a se- 
ics of snapshots: three brothers, all of 
them ruddy, freckled, stocky, rather awk- 
ward men, sitting somberly at the um- 
brella-shaded picnic table beside the 
modest backyard swimming pool: the 
policeman proudly showing off his hand- 
made pegged-oak bar that he ha 
uses, because he hardly ever d 
pineapple stuffed with toothpic 


me. I called 
ng to tell her 


fruit; the policeman's daughter in her 
ress uniform, just back from waiting 


on table to carn money for school; the 
kids in the pool riding a giant banana; 
the policeman’ pretty, gracious wife 
tearing off hunks of swing cheese and 
passing them around; two card tables of 
kids, their plates loaded with food. The 
policeman's wife was Italian-American: 
the three brothers were one genera 
emoved from an Arkansas hillbilly 
farm; we spent an hour talking about 
dogs; we agreed that good dogs make 
good neighbors. Didion speaks of Cali- 
fornia settlers of “the peculiar flawed 
suain who had cleared Virginia, Ken- 
tucky, Missouri" That was us. I think 
it helped that 1 had never left home. 
The nes nd night my children 
and I spent at Disneyland, figuring out 
the best rides and getting there first, be- 
fore the three-hour lines began to form, 
beating strategic retreats to the hotel on 
the monorail whenever our feet got sore. 
It occurred to me, watching а crowd of 
teenaged children milling before a rock 
band, that Disneyland was the ultimate 
enclave, a place papered with imitation 
history that had no past at all, a place 
where the only connections between 
people were those they brought in 
through the gate, and that it was the 


“Dear lady, will you allow me to read this sweet poem affirming my 
tender undying love, ov would you rather we spent the time screwing?” 
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“This is my brother, the blackmailer.” 


dream of a Midwesterner who went to 
California to seek his fortune, and found 
it, so they say. Nota very original thought. 
1 felt something that was more my own at 
the end of the evening, after the marvel- 
ous fireworks, when a gymnast in silver 
lamé, lit by blinding lights. slid down a 
wire as Tinker Bell, poor Tinker Bell on 
her magic slide. “The answer to fear, 
Robert Oppenheimer once wrote, "cannot 
always lie in the dissipation of the causes 
of fear; sometimes it lies iu E 


courage 
That was what I felt, something like 


r said than done. But sometimes 
trudes on our fan: and 
more of us than we think we 


require 
can give, and yet we give it. Before we 


left Carmel, we attended а ceremony 
dedicating a new eightcent stamp com- 
ing Robinson Jeffers’ life and 
Dame Judith Anderson, а long- 
end of Jeffers’, was there to read 


time fri 
from one of his poems, the highlight of 


the ceremony after the clang of the For 
Ord band and the mild tributes of Postal 
Service officials shipped ай de way out 
from Washington. Dam ith chose 
а poem Jelfers had written after his wife 
died of cancer, when he set aside, for а 
time, his disdain for humanity because 
he found a bond with it in human grief 
She read so fiercely, read with such pas- 
sion and so personal a sense of loss, u 
all of us, strangers in a chilly room, mo- 
mentarily shared what she and Jellers 
felt, and so we kept our hands clenched 
in our laps and listened to the words of 
n spoken and heard through 


The lies—the faithless hopeless 
unbelicved lies, 


While you lay dying. 
For these те 


I wish to make 
verses again, to drug memory, 

To make it sleep for a moment. 
Never fear: I shall not forget 
you— 

Until I am with you. The dead in- 
deed forget all things. 

And when i speak to you it is only 
play-acting 

And self-indulgence: you cannot 
hear me, you do not exist. 
Dearest... 


"That is not greed, or fearful hauteur, that 
aple grief, and it is n 
in: One Sunday afternoon, my 
wife and 1 had gone to an upstairs res 
taurant on the Monterey wharf and sat 
sheltered near a fireplace and ordered 
good wine and crab boiled and crab 
oppino. Across from us, half the 
length of the resi t away, sat a huge 
mily of huge people, men and women 
averaging perhaps 250 pounds apiece, 
eight or ten of them, a row of motorcycle 
helmets hanging on the hatrack beyond 
them to indicate how they traveled if 
their boots and heavy sweaters did not. 

They had come from somewhere to 
ions of the same fam- 
ily, and they looked, from behind, like 
two backfields of professional football 
s opposing cach other across 
picnic table. 1 had noticed them and 
forgotten them, watching the people on 
the wharf below, when the room w 
denly shocked to silence by a gre 
as one of the giant men slid off his cha 
and collapsed on the floor. I saw him 
grab his throat and saw his eyes roll 
Dack, the two backfields of his 


cat, several gene 


family surrounded him, shouting and 
arguing, and the rasping sound of des- 
e snoring tore the room. 
I was frozen to my cha my 
I thought the man had choked on 
his food and I could see that his 
was trying to get his mouth op 
the snoring turned to the terrible 
of snoring cut off, of a wet plug smack- 
ing into place in the man’s throat, while 
his feet kicked, drumming the floo 
1 thought all at the same time that the 
man must be an epileptic and that I 
knew by the book how to perform a 
tracheotomy but didn't know how to 
dare to begin but that if 1 or someone 
didn't dare something, the man was 
likely to die of asphyxiation from swal- 
lowing his tongue, and 1 halfrose from 


my scat and sat down again weak at the 
knees and haltrose again and then, 
Jesus God, a black woman at anothcr 


table got up and ran over and shoved 
the giant relatives aside and knelt down 
nd someone stage-whispered, "She's a 
nurse,” and she set 10 work to get his 
tongue out of his throat, and then she 
give ош a moaning scream once and 
in and once again and someone stage- 
whispered, "He's biting her Онар," her 
screams so piercing he must have all but 
bitten it off, and by then the manager 
of the restaura d called the pol 
id an ambulance and the fire depart- 
ment, too, taking no chances, aud si 
whooped and wailed in the distance 
while the black nurse popped her dent- 
ed, quivering thumb out of the man’s 
mouth and wrapped it in a bunch of 
napkins for safety as well as traction and 
bravely stuck it back in again and got 
the tongue turned around and pulled it 
forward and with great sucking sounds 
е à drainpipe clearing the man started 
breathing again, and so did we. 

‘The fire truck. was a bilious shade of 
yellow and the ambulance shining white 
and the men who piloted them were 
soothing and competent and by the time 
the man—the victim, we overheard some- 
one at the next table say, of an insu- 
ction—was wheeled out to the 
nce he had opened his eyes, 
this huge natural man from California, 
this huge man who had ridden in with 
his wile and mom and dad and brothers 
and sisters, all on motorcycles, 
kept alive, when he got his dosage right, 
injections of a drug discov- 
nada only 53 years ago. this 
huge man saved by a black nurse he'd 
never spoken to before, and all of us left 
behind in the restaurant that was quiet 
then except for the nurse's hysterical 
giggling waking up then to realize that 
our comfortable afternoon on the Mon- 
terey wharf had been forever 
into a memory of the fragili 
connection to the world, Бе 
chicken bone might as easily have sent 
any one of us writhing to the floor, our 


a 


entire comfortable life caught in our 
throat, and if we were lucky, as the dia- 
betic had been lucky, there would be 
someone in the room who knew how 
to spare us, but it wasn't likely to be 
someone from our enclave, it was likely 
to be someone from our community: 
Our pals back at the enclave hardly knew 
how to tic their shoes, and no more did 
we; privilege outfits us as badly for 
emergencies as it does for the long haul. 

Which is most of the lesson the people 
of the Donner Party learned, those who 
survived. One of them, Virginia Reed, 
14 years old, wrote home about it after- 
ward, wrote the last word about privilege, 
comfort, nature worship, golden dreams 
and Pacific sunsets: 


We are all very well pleased with 
California, Particulary with the 
climate. Let it be ever so hot a day 
thare is allwais cool nights. It is a 
beautiful Country. It is mostley in 
vallies. It aut to be а beautiful 
oumuy to pay us for our trubel 
geting there. 


It is a beautiful country. It is mostly 
in valleys. It ought to be а beautiful 
country to pay us for our trouble getting 
there. Words that ought to be inscribed 
above every port and harbor and Cus- 
toms in the land: two unconsciously 
lyric sentences followed by an outburst of 
dry exasperation from a girl who knew 
better than most men that the going can 
be rootless and can bring great pain. 

We don’t need rootlessness anymore, 
we need roots. Thinking about that sev 
eral months later, after I was back i 
Kansas and the winter had closed in, I 
remembered Oppenheimer again, some- 
g he wrote in late 1954, after his se- 
curity hearing, alter the witch-hunters 
had wrung him out, when his weaknesses 
and indiscretions, his strengths and 
loyalties alike were publicly on record 
and he had nothing, one way or the 
other, to lose: 


This is a world in which cach of 
us, knowing his limitations, know- 
ing the evils of superfici 
the terrors of fatigue, will have to 
cling to what is close to him, to what 
he knows, to what he can do, to his 
friends and his tradition. and his 
love, lest he be dissolved in а wni- 
versal confusion and know nothing 
and love nothing. 


Bur, in fairness, you should know that 
Oppenheimer goes on to say that w 
must equally remain open to new ex- 
pe How we are to do both, the 
man who moved to California, the man 
who built the bomb doesn't explain. Nor 
can I, yet, but 1 don't think I'd put mov 
ing to California or laboring im Cali 
fornia to keep the rabble out very high 


on my list 


Stay Young 


Heres how patented BULLWORKER helps you do it 


Experts in physiology and physical culture agree 
that a man's age is not only a matter of birth- 
days.” As many outstanding physical fitness 
experts believe: “Ageing can be held off by re- 
charging with proper exercise to replace and 
strengthen body tissues.” Yes, modem science 
has proved it, a vital key to staying young, 
whether you're 25 or 65, is exercise. But conven- 
tional exercise is often boring. Or maybe you 
just have “no time" for it. 

For you, and thousands of “inactive” men in all 
walks of life—businessmen, doctors, lawyers, 
office workers, taxi and truck drivers—the re- 
nowned physical-culture expert Gert F. Kolbel 
has invented the amazing BULLWORKER. 
BULLWORKER is totally unlike conventional 
exercisers. It is based on the principle of isomet- 
ric contraction—scientifically proved to give 
results 3 times faster than conventional methods 
and sports. Stay in shape, keep that firm, manly 
build you're so proud of, feel and look younger 
whatever your age. 

Tt takes you just 5 minutes a day! Results you 
can see, feel and measure guaranteed or it costs 
you nothing! 
Here's how its possible. Grasping the BULL- 
WORKER, you execute a simple “push, hold- 
for-7-seconds, release" movement. During the 
"hold" period, you are actually exercising your 
muscles through “isometric resistance"—the re- 
sistance set up in your muscles by the opposing 
force of the BULLWORKER. 
BULLWORKER isometric exercise is motion- 
less, It requires very little effort. (To achieve 
maximum muscular stimulation, you need ex- 
pend only 60% of your muscular strength.) 
Each exercise takes just 6-8 seconds! 

Yet in that incredibly brief time, BULL- 
"WORKER isometric resistance sets up recharg- 
ing and strengthening forces in tissues 
throughout the major muscle groups of your 
body without tiring you. 

The result: Scientific tests show that you can 
increase muscular strength by as much as 4% 
each week. Bullworker's bı in POWER- 
METER shows your amazing increases, week 
by weck! 


‘You can start right off buil 


ling firm, “flab free” 


© BULLWORKER SERVICE 
201 Lincoln Blvé., Middlesex, N.J. 08846 


BULLWORKER SERVICE, Dept. BW1864 
201 Lincoln Boulevard, Middlesex, New Jersey 08846 


biceps and forearms. A fuller torso and flat 
muscular abdomen. Thighs develop, while firm- 
ing up unsightly fat. The powerful deltoid mus- 
cles of your shoulders fill out, giving your whole 
body a more virile allure. 


What's more, strong muscles are efficient mus- 
cles: they promote good posture and reinforce 
support for internal organs, encouraging decper 
breathing and more effective muscular metabo- 
lism—in short, better overall physical fitness. 


Thousands of men the world over stay in shape, 
look and feel years younger than their co 
temporaries, thanks to new BULLWORKER 
Isometrics. Leading athletes, too, train wi 
BULLWORKER; track star Bob Hoffman; 
weightlifüng champion Dave Prowse; World 
Cycling Champion Eddy Merckx; World Judo 
Champion Wim Ruska—and many others whose 
carcers depend on top physical fitness. 

Prove BULLWORKER in your home at no cost 
or obligation to buy. For free 24-page illus- 
trated booklet about BULLWORKER Fitness 
Training, recommended by fitness experts, 
champion athletes, and nearly two million en- 
thusiastic users the world around, plus details 
of BULLWORKER's 14-day free home trial, 
mail coupon today. No obligation; no salesman 
will visit. 


Please send те my FREE full color brochure about BULLWORKER 
2 without obligation. No salesman will visit. 
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PETER R. EILTARD 


STEVEN SPIELBERG into the jaws of fame 


STILL SIX WEEKS shy of his 21м birthday, with only an award. 
ıg short to his credit. Steven Spielberg landed an assign- 
nent to direct Joi ament of Night Gallery 
for NBC-TV . at the ripe old age of 27, he's just finished 
what should be the hot adventure movie of the year, Jaws, 
fiom Peter Benchley's runaway best seller. During the years in 
between, Spielberg won top awards for an ABC Movie of the 
Week, Duel (based on a story that first appeared in PLAYBOY), 
and ‘ced Goldie Hawn in The Sugarland Express, which 
Pauline Kael, the celebrated / notorious critic, called “one of the 
most phenomenal debut films in the history of movies." Pretty 
heady stul for somcone so young. Born in Cincinnati, Spiel- 
ber; making movies as a hobby in high school, after his 
wed to Arizona, and d the money to pity for 
develop films by whitewashin 
30 а day at 75 cei tree. About his childhood. he says, "T 
was a TV kid—Mickey Mouse and Sky King. My pa 
strict about the movies I could see, even before the r: 
system, but it didn't m struck, [ still am. 
went to California State College an English 
major, still unsure about 
young producer wi E 
1 Amblin’, the shori that earned рт 
Universal Studios and set him on the road th: 
The book convinced him that the classic m "beast conflict 
would translate superbly to the screen. He describes the film- 
“months of being pushed around in a boat by King 
Neptune. Im not complaining, though. Having talent like 
Robert Shaw and Richard Dreyfuss to direct w: 
ge" So was the shark—not the beast the studio built; 
t one took direction like a pro—the real one insisted 
on improvising, Spielberg's next project is a science-fiction 
movie and he's doing the story and the screenplay. Orson who? 


ae: 


a cor 
led to Jaws, 


RALPH STEADMAN pen ultimate 


л Londoner Ralph Stedman's book of drawings, 
America, you'd think he'd seen only awful things in this coun- 
шу. “Not at all,” he says. “There was a certain shock. But I 
was looking for something to put my hang-ups on." Steadman, 
however, swings wildly [rom enthusiastic praise of some of the 
qualities he’s seen here ("One morning in Brooklyn Heights 
we missed the garbage men, They were already down the road. 
but they came back "hat knocked me 
out”) to biner disappoinime 1 think people 
are being dishonest with themselves. If they'd only bloody own 
up a bit. But instead, it’s people grabbing around, it's rats in 
à corner.") He should know abont rats, He was а ratcatcher 
before he started drawing, which was in 1956. Webh-bom 
Steadman began as а technical drafisman. After a failed at- 
tempt to become a pilot, he learned to draw through а corre- 
spondence course and started freelancing. Though his work 
had appeared in most of Britain’s magazines and newspapers. 
it wasn't until Hunter Thompson took him to the Kentucky 
Derby that his drawings became truly deranged. Because Siead- 
man calls his current project an “impossible journey by an im- 
probable crew in search of a creature that doesn't exist,” it 
might sound as if he's headed for move insanity, the same old 
edge he and Thompson reached for in their Fear and Loathing 
pieces for Rolling Stone. Actually. he's g a childr 
Snark. “I think 
Iso think it was 
time to w ing on the edge 
all the time can get a bit tiring. Certain things 1 did in the 
Sixties I know I couldn't do now. I wonder where E ever found 
the energy. D think The Snark is nicely different. There's no 
ax to grind. I'm just not vicious and nasty like my drawings. 
It may be that behind all that aggression is a man а Jittle bit 
id of what he sees. I'd like to do happy things now." 


TO Look 


hook by Lewis Carroll called Hunting of th 
ul I did 


Hunter fairly good number 


CHUCK PULIN 


GATO BARBIERI tracks of the cat fellow countryman Lalo Schifrin, he and his Argentinc-Halian 
E wife, Michelle—fluent in English. she's the medium through 


rbicri has found, is no magic pill which he communicates—left Bucnos Aires for Rome, where 
s, but life remains the he became friends with film director Bernardo Bertolucci and 
and for the politic us Argentine saxopho! played with jazzmen such as Don Cherry, who brought him 
of the hottest people in music since he composed the score for — to the States (he now divides his tim Eu. 
Lasi Tango in Paris—there are still days when he reads the atin America). Ye was. in. the early Seventies that 
and couldn't feel less like playing. But Gato—who at 
presstime was aw е of a live album 
of a tour with his f cling group—does pi 
cause he | e “everything is different when you 


success, Leandro "Gato" B 


You feel good when it 


mong New Yor 


Barbieri decided 10 find his own cultural roots. He went back 
to Argentina, which was not the easiest of home-comings, but 
he did manage to find some native musicians to play with: 
the resultant mixture of ird World sounds, topped 
by his emotionally charged temor, sent his reputation so; 
ing—in the jazz world. Then Bertolucci commissioned hi 
to do the Last Tango music; the rest is . - . well, you know 
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THE WILD GREENBACK (continued from page 151) 


pemmican, buffalo or ferret meat, berries 
du jour and a piece of flavored leather, 
which he could suck for quick energy. 
This unusually Spartan diet has led the 
famous anthropologist Niles Mull to 
theorize that the American Indians are 
descendants of the inhabitants of a 
cient Sparta who came to America by 
sca to escape the influx of greasy foods 
from Bulgaria. In any event, the point 
is that the Indian was a sensible and 
prudent cater—if only because delic 
tessens were so lew and far between on. 
the Great Plains, 

Unfortunately, modern man does not 
live in dose h ony with nature, as the 
з did, and the effects of the devit 
ized and adulterated foods he cats are 
disastrous. I have spent considerable time 
rs (on 
promotional tours for my last book, 4 
Farewell to Gravy) and сап personally 
testify to the general ill health of most 
city dwellers, Stand on a busy street cor- 
ner in any city, watch the passers-by, and 
you will soon notice that 90 percent of 
them have the disheveled appearance of 
shell-shocked infanuymen and wobble 


as many victims annually as the new tele- 
vision season. 

Since our health depends on what we 
put into our bodies (and what we wear, 
too, in certain neighborhoods), we should 
be extremely conscious of the nutritive 


value of what we cat. But how can the 
layman determine which foods are good 
for him and which are unhealthful? Cer- 
nly not by counting calories, which are 
much too small to be kept wack of easily, 
especially without the assistance of a mi- 
стоѕсоре, a pointer and a pocket com- 
puter. To my knowledge, a simple 
fundamental rule is adequate to deter- 
mine which foods are acceptable from a 
health standpoint: Never eat anything 
that looks more appetizing than compost. 
Another way of gauging the value of food 
is by noting tts color, Almost all green and 
yellow foods are good for you, with the 
notable exception of bell peppers, peach 
cobbler, unpeeled bananas and che 
cloth. White foods arc invariably health- 
destroying— particularly white bread, 
which does, however, make excellent 
packing material. As for pink and red 
foods, I do not intend even to discuss 
them, since most of them are aphrodi 
cal and do not deserve to be put into 
anyone's hand, let alone into his mouth 
or stomach. 

То a person raised on the kind of food 
п our society today, healthy eat 
у seem like an altogether unsavory 
prospect—but nothing could be further 
from the truth. Of course, as with other 
kinds of food, it mi nowledged 
th ll appeal to various 
people in varying degrees. There are 
many wild foods that I don't like at all; 
for example, the Luther Burbank me- 
тога musk peach (which, when ripe, has 


а- 


wild foods м 


“Of course, I enjoyed it. You’r 


terrific... but 


I never move in on the first date.” 


па tastes 
chops 


the texture of modeling clay 
like a cross between smoked po 


and a hitchhikers sleeve—but which 
many food experts claim is delicious 
when boiled and buttered or chicken- 


fried) and Melanesian stuccoconuts 
(which usually can be reduced to edible 


fragments only by gunfire or demolition). 
It should go without g that the 


goodness of any natural food is not so 
innate as to be independent of personal 
taste, which is a very individual factor. 
The Apache Indians used to subsist more 
or less exclusively on a diet of fungi, 
He-and-sweatweed soup and snake- 
f—but todays average urban Amer- 
icm would never be able to observe so 
ning to his 


As for the advantages of learning to 
live off the land, it must be said that 
foraging for your food instead of shop- 
ping for it is inexpensive (except in those 
areas where landowners are beginning to 
price stamp mushrooms, nuts, vegetables 
and the like), enjoyable and exciting (as 
anyone who has ever had a beaver violate 
his leg can tell you! 

One of the questions people ask me 
most often is, “Isn't a diet without meat 
For some reason—probably the 
my name is usually mentioned 
in association with one kind of wild plant 
or other—many people think of me as a 
vegetarian. Which is far from true. 1 was 
brought up in a family that ate a broad 
variety of meats. Opossum, raccoon, mule 
frog, porcupine, grebe, ferret, shote, quail, 
woodchuck and muskrat were ай found 
оп our table—probably because my moth- 
er seldom removed the dishes until hours 
after a meal was over. I've never under. 
stood the prejudice against wild meat. 
Mulled fellock was a big favorite with 
s, as was something called coon d'etat 
suuiled with frangipani 
tback and flayed with hickory 
S. And frogs legs as well a 
fect (a mudrneglected part of 
the bird) were extremely popul: 
ticularly the lattes 
g a distinct 
fect for extending from а sleeve with a 
partially withdrawn hand when 
troduced to str 
is eaten sparingly, it is a 
ble and important part of any diet, 
n excellent source of protein, carbolys 
drat imin B, anthrax and griisde. It 
the manufactured sauces people put on 
meat that. deserve criticism. Sauces were 
originally worn by the Irish, rather than 
but today the habit of eating 
s on food Natural 
uces can be found inside culverts, where 
they collect in small pockets during the 
summer months, and they look just as 
good on а necktie or shirt [ront as the 
manufactured kind. 

Ot all the foods n 


par- 
addition to 
te treat, were also per- 


which, 


п commonly uses, 


white sugar is probably the most harm- 
ful. White sugar is popular because it is 
a sexual stimulant. A recent study con- 
ducted in collaboration by the anthro- 
pology and home-economics departments 
of General Beadle State College in South 
Dakota showed conclusively that 97 per 
cent of the men convicted of rape and/or 
sex crimes were known whitesugar users, 
some of whom even carried little packets 
of restaurant sugar with them in their wal- 


lets. It should go without saying that 
white sugar should never be caten, and it 
is no fun to walk on, either. A first-rate 


sugar substitute can be made by mi 
zine granules with honey, wintergreen, 
sweet balm and marshmallow root—but, 
unfortunately. it won't leave the spoon. 

Honey is the most popular substitute 
for white sugar. When 1 was а boy, my 
mother used to bottle honey, and some of 
my most pleasant childhood memories are 
those ol slipping a piece of fresh honcy- 
comb into the pants of people who sug- 
gested that members of my family be 
required to register their appetites with 
the Pure Food and Drug Administration. 
At ап early age, 1 came to know the bee, 
which could be recognized by its distinc- 
tive wings and buzzing sound (which 
birds never made). All my life I have 
been fascinated by wild bees and in- 
trigued by their honey. My grandfather 
kept a hive and was well known through- 
ош the county as an expert beeman. One 
of my cousins, Fredna, was equally well 
known as an expert B-girl—until her p: 
ems found out and sent her away to а 
school for girls in New Engh 
learned. а gr 
and honey gathering from my g 
ther and I suspect that he would still be 
hard at it today if it hadn't been for a 
lepidopierist who, mistaking the old 
gentleman's bow tie for а yellow-barred 
heliconian at a Kiwanis picnic, fatally 
injured him with several swipes of a but- 
terfly net. Grandfather lived for 
months after the accident but spent most 
of that time in trectops, humming and 
trying to pollinate apple blossoms. 

One of the things I'm told most often 
by city people who show an interest in 
learning more about natural foods is that 
they can't really do so in the city, that 
city living is just not compatible with 
such an interest. That sounds like a valid 
argument, but it simply is not the case, as 
amy moderately enterprising stalker can 
tell you. There are many kinds 
of edible flora and fauna in the city 
there are in the country, and learning to 
identify them is merely a matter of pra 
tice, whether one lives in cast Oakland 
or in the Everglades. Pigeons, sparrows 
and swallows are all familiar urban birds 
that, properly prepared, make delicious 
eating, despite the fact that they spend 
most of their time hiding in drainage 
pipes these days as a result of the excess 


six 


most 


“Nol only have I seen that the emperor has no clothes... Tam 
sexually aroused by the sight.” 


of hydrocarbons in the air, Most urban 
reservoirs and sewage plants contain large 
numbers of flivver, tiny scavenger fish 
that look like Chinese noodles and taste 
something like bedsores (though their 
my flavor can be eliminated if they are 
soaked in a bowl of vinegar for two wecks 
before and two weeks after cooking). 
Empty lots, especially those in skid row 
or ghetto areas, are ойе 
both water cress (nasturtium officinale) 
and wine cress (vino officinale)—a related 
plant whose dusky, smoky Бе 
similar in taste to the swectish residue at 
the bottom of an empty muscatel bottle 
and which can be used to make а soup 
potent cnough to tan leather. And, like 
their cactus cousins in the desert, fire 
hydrants can be bitten at the base of the 
stalk to provide an excellent emergency 
supply of water, while chewing the fleshy 
part does wonders for the teeth, OF the 
many edible v ies, 1 find that the 
Cleveland Casting Works fire hydrant 
a wholesome flavor that reminds me 
ol the taste ol wild hickory nuts. Then 
there are rhe used-car lots and parking 
lots of the city, which provide the patient 
cr with a cornucopia of unusual 
The upholstery in some automo- 
made from anin ns and can 
be chopped, boiled and safely eaten by 
anyone who docs not mind a slight paral- 
ysis of the internal organs for a day or 
so; the insulation materials are made 
largely from sugar-cane products and are 
at least as tasty as many imported candies 
after several months in the box; some of 
the floor mats in late-model cars have a 
flavor (when braised) that is reminiscent 
of slightly underdone crayfish: and the 
vintage V8 engine (like the juice) is a 
good source of iron as well as several 
other exotic ingredients that help build 


strong bones and cause one to walk with 
a peculiar twitch it. 

Learning to live off the land, then, is 
a matter of initiative and practice. The 
same thing applies to learning about the 
healing qualities of wild plants and 
herbs. The art of herbal healing is one 
of the oldest in Christendom, predating 
even such primitive curative cechniques 
as magical incantations and putting 
crumbs in the patients bed. Historical 
records show that most primitive peoples 
frequently used hemlock, fennel, senna, 
sassafloss, ha nape, man- 
drake, colombo, mann. 
common herbs in treating a whole spec 
uum of maladies, ranging fom wind 
burn to falling hai. What most people 
don't realize is that most of these reme 
dies are still effective. Coriander can be 
used for headaches, tunnel. vision, mid- 
night fits and most discases of the left car. 
Calamus can be used to treat. horse bite, 
glove rash, venereal acne and receding 
shorts. Burdock is good for mutton breath 
and dizziness in alcoves. And caraway is 
useful in the treatment of symptoms of 
lead poisoning, although it is extremely 
dificult to pick all those lite seeds off 
the buns. 

There are more than 5678 herbs, flow- 
. roots, barks and leaves on nature's 
table, so it is impossible for me to go into 
y detail here about the specific prop- 
erties and effects of cach. My advice to 
you, therefore, is to douse yourself with 
get out into the woods and do your 
ampling, starting with aloes and 
finishing inni: 
to go along). Then, if you still fcel that 
you could use Blue Cross, consult the 
Yellow Pages. 

[v] 
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ALL NIGHT LONG 


many years, maybe the worst big man 
of all, and while the Prince stood alone 
in his ring and waited out the minutes 
for the Champion to arrive and had his 
thoughts, whatever they were, and his 
private communion with Allah, how- 
ever that might feel, while he stood and 
while he shuffled and while he shadow- 
boxed the air, the Lord Privy Seal, 
Angelo Dundee from Miami, went 
methodically from ringpost to ring- 
post and there in full view of ringside 
and the stadium just as methodically 
loosened each of the four turnbuckles 
on each post that held the tension of 
each of the four ropes, and did it with 
a spoke and a wrench he must have put 
in his little carrying bag back at Nsele 
and transported on the bus and carried 
from the dressing room to this ring. And 
when the ropes were slack to his taste, 


(continued from page 130) 


loose enough for h 


fighter to lean w: 


back, he left the ring and returned to 
the corner. Nobody had paid any par- 
ticular attention to him. 

Foreman was still in his dressing room. 
Later Plimpton learned a detail from his 
old friend Archie Moore. “Just before 
going out to the ring, Foreman joined 


of prayer ritual they had practiced (for 
every fight) since Foreman became 
Champion in Jamaica.” Plimpton wrote. 
“Now they were holding hands again 
in Zaire, and Archie Moore, who had 
his head bowed, found himself thinking 
that he should pray for Muhammad Ali's 
safety. Here's what he said: "I was pray- 
ing, and in great sincerity, that George 
wouldn't kill Ali. I really felt that was 
а possibility.’ ” So did others. 


“However, I understand there may be 
certain advantages in being a nonprofit organization, even 
though we became one inadvertently.” 


n arrived in the ring. He was 
wearing red-velvet trunks with a white 
stripe and a blue waistband. The colors 
of the American flag girded his middle 
and his shoes were white. He looked 
solemn, even sheepish, like a big boy 
who, as Archie said, “truly doesn't know 
his own strength." The letters GF stood 
out in embossed white cloth from the red 
velvet of his trunks. GF—Great Fighter. 

Referee Zack Clayton, black and much 
respected in his profession, had been 
ng. George had time to reach his 
corner, shuffle his fect, huddle with the 
trust, get the soles of shoes in re: 
and the fighters were meeting in the 
center of the ring to get instructions. 
It was the time for cach man to extort 
a measure of fear from the other. Liston 
had done it to all his opponents until 
he met Ali, who—then Cassius Clay at 
the age of 22—glared back at him with 
all the imperative of his high-<estiny 
guts. Foreman, in turn, had done it to 
Frazier and then to Norton. A big look 
heavy as death, oppressive as the dosi 
of the door of onc's tomb. 

To Foreman, Ali now said (as every- 
body was later informed), “You have 
heard of me since you were young. 
You've been following me since you 
were а Tittle boy. Now you must meet 
me, your master!" —words the press could 
not hear at the time, but Alis mouth 
was moving, his head was 12 inches from 
Foreman's, his eyes were on the other. 
Foreman blinked, Foreman looked sur- 
prised, as if he had been impressed just 
a іше more than he expected. He 
tapped Ali's glove in a move equal to 


8 


saying, “Thats your round. Now we 
start." 
The fighters went back to their cor- 


ners. Ali pressed his elbows to his side, 
dosed his eyes and offered a prayer. 
Foreman turned his back. In the 30 
seconds before the fight began, he 
grasped the ropes in his corner and bent 
over Пот the waist so that his big and 
powerlul buttocks were presented to Ali. 
He flexed in this position so long it took 
on a kind of derision, as though to de- 
clare: “My farts to you.” He was still in 
such a pose when the bell rang. 

The bell! Through a long unheard 
sigh of collective release, Ali charged 
the ring. He looked as 
determined as Foreman, so he held 1 
self, as if he possessed the true thre: 
They collided without meeting, their 
bodies still five fect apart. Each veered 
backward like similar magnetic poles 
repelling one another forcibly, Then Ali 
came forward again, Foreman came for- 
ward, they circled, they feinted, they 
moved in an electric ring and Ali threw 
the first punch, a tentative left. It came 
up short. Then he drove a lightning 
strong right straight as a pole into the 
stunned center of Foreman’s head, the 
unmistakable thwomp of a high-powered 
punch. A cry went up. Whatever else 


happened, Foreman had been hit. No 
had cracked George this hard 
s and no sparring partner had 
dared to. 

Foreman charged in rage. Ali com 
pounded the insult. He grabbed the 
Champion around the neck and pushed 
his head down, wrestled it down crudely 
and decisively to show Foreman he was 
considerably rougher than anybody 
warned, and relations had commenced. 
They cirded again. They feinted. They 
started in on one another and drew 
back. It was as if cach held a gun. И 
one fired and missed, the other was 
certain to hit. If you threw a punch, and 
your opponent was ready, your own 
head would take his punch. What a 
shock. It is like seizing a high-voltage 
line, Suddenly you are on the floor. 

Ali was not dancing. Rather, he was 

z for 


houncing from side to side, lool 


an opportunity to attack, So was Fore- 
man. Maybe fifteen seconds went by. 
Suddenly, 


li hit him again. It was again 
ain it was hard. The 
bat thunking into а water 
melon was heard around the ring, Once 
more Foreman charged after the blow, 
and once more Ali took him around the 
neck with his right arm, then stuck his 
left glove in Foreman’s right 
Foreman could not start to s 


was a nimble part of the advanced 
course for tying up a fighter. The referee 
broke the clinch, Again they moved 
through invisible rcaches of attraction 


10 strike an 
other, two big men 
as tigers—unscen 5] 
moves. Ali hit him ag 
then a straight right. 1 responded 
like a bull. He roared forward. A danger 
ous bull. His gloves were out like horns 
No room for Ali to dance to the side. 
stick him and move, hit him and move 
Ali went back, feinted, went back again. 
was on the ropes. Foreman had cut him 
off. The fight 30 seconds old and 
Foreman had driven him to the ropes. 
Ali had not even tried to get around 
those outstretched gloves so ready to cuff 
him, rough him, break his grace, no. 
ollected his toll. He hit 


They saw Ali on the ropes. Who h: 
talked of anything but how long / 
could ke Now he was trapped, 
so soon. Yet Foreman was off his aim. 
Ali's last left and right had checked him. 
Foreman's punches were not ready and 
Ali parried, Ali blocked. They dinched. 
The referee broke it. Ali was off the 
ropes with case 

To celebrate, he hit Foreman another 
straight right. Up and down the press 
rows, one exdamation was 
"He's hitting him with rights.” 
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not punched with such authority in 
seven years. Champions do not hit other 
champions with righthand leads. Not in 
the first round. It is the most difficult 
and dangerous punch. Difficult to deliver 
and dangerous to oneself. In nearly all 
positions, the right hand has longer to 
travel, a foot more, at least, than the left. 
Boxers deal aches and half inches. 
In the time it takes a right hand to 
travel that extra space, alarms are ring- 
g in the opponent, counterattacks 
beginning. He will duck under the ri 
nd take off your head with a left. So 
good fighters do not often lead w 
their right against another good fighter. 
Not in the first round. They wait. They 
keep the right hand. It is one's authority, 
and ready to punish a lelt which comes 
too slowly. One throws one’s right over 
a jab; onc can block the left hook with 
a right forearm and chop back a right 
in return. Classic maxims of boxing. All 
fight writers know them. Off these pi 
ciples they tke their interpretation. 
‘They are good engineers at Indianapolis, 
but Ali is on his way to the moon. Right- 
hand leads! My God! 

In the next minute, Ali proceeded 
to hit Foreman with а соті n rare 
plutonium: a straight right hand fol- 
lowed by a long left hook. Spring-zing! 
went those punches, bolt to the head, 
bolt to the head; each time, Foreman 
would rush forward in murderous rage 
and be caught by the neck and turned. 
His menace became more impressive 
ach time he was struck. If the punches 
maddened him, they did not weaken hir 
Another fighter would be staggering by 
now. Foreman merely looked more de 
structive. His hands lost no speed, his 
hands looked as fast as Ali's (except when 
he got hit) and his face was developing 
a murderous appetite. He had not been 
treated so disrespectfully in years. Lost 
was genial George of the press confer- 
ences. His life was clear. He was going 
to dismember Ali. As he kept getting 
hit and grabbed, hit and grabbed, a new 
fear came over the 10ws at ringside. 
awesome. Ali had now 
fifteen good punches to 
the head and not been caught once in 
return, What would happen when Fore 
man finally hit Ali? No heavyweight 
could keep up the speed of these moves, 
nor for 14 more rounds. 

But then the first was not even over 
In the last minute, Foreman forced Al 
to the ropes, was in on him, broke loose. 
and smashed a right uppercut through 
Ali's gloves, then another. The second 
went like a spear through the top of 
Ali's skull. His eyes flew up in conster- 
nation and he grabbed Foreman’s right 
arm with his left, squeezed it, clung to 
Foreman, his arm being held, was still 
in a mood to throw the good right again 
nd did heavy half-smothered 
rights, concussive as blows to the heavy 
bag went up to the head, then two down 


Forem 
hit 1 


n was 


п about 


Four 


to the body, whaling on Ali even as he 
was held, and it was apparent these 
punches hurt. Ali came off the ropes in 
the most determined embrace of his life, 


both ck of 
Foreman's neck. The whit eyes 
showed the glaze of a combat soldier who 


has just seen a dismembered arm go 
flying across the sky after ап explo- 
sion. What kind of monster was he 
encountering? 

Foreman Unew a wild left. Then a 
left, a right, a left, a left and а right 
Some to the head, some to the body, 
some got blocked, some missed, one col- 
lided with Ali's floating ribs, brutal 
punches, jarring and imprecise as а 
at slow speed in a truck. 

With everybody screaming, Ali now 
hit Foreman with a right. Foreman hit 
him back with a left and a right. Now 
they each landed blows. Everybody was 
shaking their head at the bell. What 
а round! 

Now the press rows began to ring 
with comment on those right-hand leads. 
How does Ali dar? A magnificent 
round. Norman has few vanities left but 


песг оп Al 
e artist who 


trip to the moon. 
does not box by right counter to left 
hook. He fights the entirety of the other 
person. He lives in fields of concentra- 


the smallest 


tion where he can detect 
Hicker of lack of concentration. Fore 
man has shown himself a lack of quiver 
flat to the possibility of a right. Who 


before this had dared after all to hit 
Forem with a right? Of late his op- 


ponents were afraid to flick him with 
a jab. Fast were Foreman's hands, but 
held a Пас spot of complacency before 
the right. He was not ready for a man to 


come into the ring unafraid of him. That 
offered its beauty. Bur frighten Ali 
aot fight every round like this. Such 


ce will kill him in five. Indeed he 


a 
could be worried as he sits in the comer 


Tt has been his round, but what a force 
to Foreman's punches. It is true. Foreman 
hits harder than other fighters. And takes 
a very good punch. Ali looks thoughtful 
There is à sound box in the vicinity, 


some small loud-speaker hooked into the 
closed 


circuit, and on it Norman can 
David Frost, Jim Brown and Joc 
alking rounds, ^an 
greeable sense of detachment thereby 
olfered, for they are on the other side of 
ihe press rows. Listening to them olfers 
the comfort of а man watching а snow 
storm from his fireplace. Jim Bro 
may have said last night that Ali had 
no chance, but Brow T 

will report what he sees. “Great round 
for Muhammad Ali,” he comments. "He 
did a fantastic job, although I don't 
think he can keep up this pace." 
Sullenly, Joc Frazier disagre 
was even . . . very close.” 


between 


ete who 


э one 


"Round 


David Frost: "You wouldn't call that 
round for Ali? 

Joe is not there to root Ali home, not 
after Ali called him ignorant "It was 
very close. Ali had two or three good 
shots to the face while George been 
landing body shots." 

Foreman sits on his stool listening to 
Sadler. His face is bemused, as if he has 
learned more than he is accustomed to 
the last few minutes and thi 
is halfagreeable. He hi 
learned that Ali can hit, Already his face 
shows lumps and welts. Ali is also a 
benter wrestler than any fighter he has 
faced. Better able to agitate him. He 
sits back to rest the sore heat of his lungs 
fter the boil of his fury in the last 
round. He brings himseli to smile at 
somice it ringside. The smile is forced. 
Across the ring, Ali spits into the bowl 
held out for him and looks wide awake. 
His eyes are as alive as a ghetto ado 
lescent walking down a strange turf. 
Just before the bell, he stands up in his 
corner Ali's arm pumps 
the air crowd, xd he 
akes а point of lowering at Forema 
Abruptly, right after the bell, his mood 
kes а change. 

As Foreman comes out Ali goes back 
to the ropes, no, lets himself be driven 
to the corner, the worst place a fighter 
can be, worst place by all established 
comprehension of boxing. In the corner 
you cannot slip to the side, cannot go 
backward. You must fight your way out. 
With the screech that comes up from a 
crowd when one car tries to pass an- 
other in a race, Foreman was in to move 
on Ali, and Ali fought the good fight. 
оГ the corner, his gloves thrown with 
frantic speed at Foreman’s gloves. It 
became something like a slapping con- 
tesi—ol the variety two tall kids might 
show when trying to hit the other i 
the face. It is far from orthodox practice, 
where you dart out of a corner, duck out 
of corner or blast out. Since Ali kept 
landing, however, and Foreman did not, 
George retreated in confusion as if re- 
verüng to memories of fights when he 
was ten years old and scared—yes, Ali 
шим d psychological 
choice and it was well chosen. He got 
out of the corner and held Foreman once 
again by the head in a grip so well 
applied that Foreman had the pensive 
expression of a steer being dogged to 
the ground by a cowboy. 

Once the referee separated them, Ali 
began to back up across the ring. Fore- 
man was aftcr him, throwing fast punches, 
“Show him," George's corner must h 


ye made some 


instructed, "that your gloves are as fast 
as his.” Suddenly Foreman hit Ali with 
straight hard right. Ali held on to 


Foreman to travel through the shock. 
After the fight he would say that some 
of Foreman’s punches went right down 
to his toes, and this must have been one 


of them, When the fighters were sepa 
rated, Foreman chased Ali to the rope: 
and Ali pulled out a new trick, his full 
inch and a half of reach. He held his 
m in Foreman’s face to keep him off. 
The round was almost a minute gone 
before Ali got in his first good punch, 
other right. But Foreman charged him 
and pushed him, driving down on Ali's 
gloves with his own gloves, stalking him 
back and back again, knocking Ali's 
gloves aw when he didn't like the 
character of their moves. F 
beginning to dict 
be. If a bully, he was a master bully. He 
did not react to the dictation of other: 
liked his own «сті The force hi 
sought in serenity had locked him on a 
unilinear road; it was working now. Ali 
kept retreating and Foreman caught hi 
again. Hard! Once more, Ali was holdi 
on with both hands, back of the neck. 
back of the biceps, half writhing and half 
riding with the somewhat stifled punches 
Foreman kept throwing. Foreman had 
begun to dominate the action to the 
point where Ali's best course seemed 
to be obliged to take what was left of 
each punch after the attempt to smothe 
it. He kept trying to wrestle Fore 
to а stop. 

But then Ali must have come to a first 
assessment of assets and weaknesses, for 
he made—somewhere in the unremarked 
middle of the round—he must have made 
a decision on how to shape the rest of 
the fight. He did not seem able to hurt 
Foreman critically with those right-hand 
Nor was he stronger than Foreman 
stling on his neck, and 
certainly he could not afford any more 
of those episodes where he held on to 
Foreman even as us hitting 
him. It was costly . painful and 
won nothing. On the other hand, it was 
too soon to Too rapid would be 
the drain on his stamina. So the time 
had come to sce if he could outbox Fore- 
man while lying on the ropes. It had 
been his option from the beginning and 
it was the most dangerous option he had. 
For so long as Foreman had strength, 
the ropes would prove about as 
riding a unicycle оп a parapet. Still, 
what is genius but balance on the edge 
of the impossible? Ali introduced his 
grand theme. He lay back on the ropes 
in the middle of the second round, and 
from that position he would work for 
the rest of the fight, reclining at an angle 
of 10 and 20 degrees from the vertical 
and sometimes even farther, a cramped 
ar-tortured angle from which to box. 
Of course Ali had been preparing for 
just this hour over the last ten у 
For ten years he had been prac 
to fight powerful sluggers who beat on 
your belly while you lay on the ropes. So 
he took up his station with confidence, 
shoulders parallel to the edge of the ring 
In this posture his right would have no 
more impact than a straight lelt, but he 
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could find hinseil in position ro cover 
his head with both gloves, and his belly 


with his bows, he could rock and sway, 
ar back Foreman must fall on 
him. Should Foreman pause from the 


fatigue of throwing punches, Ali could 
bounce olf the ropes and sting him. jolt 
him. make him look clumsy, mock him, 
ger, which might yet we 
oreman out more than anything clsc. 
n this position, Ali could even hurt him. 
A jab hurts if you run into it, and Fore 
man is always coming in. Still, Ali is in 
the position of a man bowing and duck- 
ing in а doorway while another man 
comes at him with two clubs. Foreman 
comes on with his two clubs. In the first 
exchange he hits Ali about six times 
while Mi is returning only one blow. 
Yet the punches to Ali's head seem not 
to bother him: he is swallowing the im- 
pact with his entire body. He is like 
spring on the ropes. Blows seem to pass 
through him as if he is indeed a leaf 
spring built to take shock. None of his 
spirit is congested in his joints. En- 
couraged by the recognition that he can 
2 blows he begins to taunt 
Foreman. "Can you hit?” he calls out. 
You "t hit. You push! ince his 
head has been in of Foreman's 
gloves, Foreman lunges at him. Back 
Ali's head like the carnival boy 
ducking baseballs, Wham to you. goes 
catapulting back. Bing and sting! 
Foreman is m and Ali is 


oes 


Now 
hitti 


It is becoming a way to fight and even 
а way to live, but for Ali's corner it is 
а terror to watch. In the last 30 scc 
nds of this second round, Ali hits out 
with straight rights from the ropes fast 

abs. Foreman’s head must feel like 
а rivet under a riveting gun. With just 
а few seconds left, Foreman throws his 
biggest punch of the night, ап express 


wain of a left hook leaves a spasm 
for the night im its pas Ith 
been a little 100 slow. Ali lets it go by 


unhurried fashion of 
atching a roundhouse 
quarter of an inch, In 
the void of the effort, Foreman is so off 
balance that Ali could throw him 
through the ropes. "Nou says Ali 
through his mouthpiece. “You have no 
n." The bell rings and Foreman looks 
depressed. There has been premature 
desperation in thar left, Ali shakes his 
head in derision. Of course that is one 
of Ali's basic wicks. АШ through his first 
ght with Frazier he kept signaling to 
the crowd that Joe failed 10 impress him. 
AI the while Ali was finding himself in 
more trouble. 


in the languid. 
Archie Moore w 
miss his chin by 


in 


сна! 


RS 


It seems like eight rounds have passed 

only finished two 
trying to watch with the fighters’ 
sense of time? Before fatigue brings 
boxers 1o the rooms of the 
damned, they live at a height of con- 
sciousness and with a sense of detail 


Is it because 


boiler 


they encounter nowhere else. In no other 
ce is their intelligence so full, nor 
sense of time able to cont: 
much of itself as in the long internal 
effort of the ring. Thirty minutes go by 
like three hours. Let us undertake the 
chance, then, that our description of the 
fight may be longer to read than the fight 
isell. We can assure ourselves: It was 
even longer for the fighters 

Contemplate them as they sit in their 
corners between the second aud third 
rounds. The outcome of the fight is not 
yet determined. Not for either. Ali has 
п enormous problem equal to his enor- 
mous confidence. Everybody has won 
dered whether Ali can get through the 
first few rounds and take Foreman's 
punch. Now the problem has been re 
Can he dismantle Foreman's 
strength before he uses up his own wit? 

Foreman has another problem; he 
may not be as aware of it as his corner. 
There is no fear in his mind that he will 
fail t0 win the fight. He does not think 
pout that amy more than a lion sup- 
will be unable to destroy 
cheetah; по, it i question. of 
catching Ali. a m 
Still the insult to his rage has to worry 
his corner. They can hardly tell him not 
to be angry. It is Foreman's rage, after 
all, whieh has led him to knock out so 
many fighters. To cut it olf is to le 
him cowlike. Nonetheless he must co 
tain his il he catches Al 
Otherwis going to wear | 
out. 

So Sadler works on him, rubs hi 
breasts and belly, Sadler sends his fin- 
gers imto all the places where rage has 
Congested, into the meat of the pectorals 
and the muscle plating beneath Forc- 
man's chest, Sadler's touch has all the 
wisdom of 35 years of black fingers eluci- 
dating comforts for black flesh, sensual 
are his fingers as he plucks and shapes 
d shakes and balms. his silver bracelet 
shining on his black wrist. When Sadler 
feels the fighter is soothed. he begins to 
speak, aud Foreman takes on the 
pression of a man whose head is workin 
slowly. He has too much to think about. 
He spits into the bowl held before him 
wd nods respectfully. He looks as il 
he is listening to his dentist. 

In Alis Dundee, 
quiet concern of а sommeli 
ing the mouth of th 1 
water boule to Ali's lips. and does it 
with a forefinger under the neck so the 
bottle will not pour too much as he tips 


fined: 


poses 


anger 
he 


ex- 


cornei wih the 


is bring 


dhesive-tap 


ing grim but necessary alternatives 

Joe Frazi George is pounding 

t body with shots. He’ ng the 
Ali shouldn't stay on that rope. . 
If he don't move or cut George, George 
will walk him down, He need to move 
He don't need to stay on that rope. For 
what reason's he on the торе?” Frazier 


д 


1 
body 


hurt 


sounds offended, Even the sound of the 
word worries him. Joe Frazier would 
consider himself gone if he had to work 
there. Rope is an ugly and miserable 
kuntu. 


Jim Brown replies: “Ali is punishing 
George n even though he's on 
the rope. He's getting some tremendous 
blows in and”—the wisdom of the pro 
fessional football player—"at some 
point, that can tell." 

The bell. Опсе more Ali comes out of 
the corner with a bi 


Forem: 


nd threatening 
or certain he will 


face, as if this round 
bring the attack to Foreman and once 
again sees something wrong in the idea, 
profoundly wrong. shifts his plan in 


stantly. backs up and begins to play the 
ht has 


ropes. On comes Foreman. The 
taken its formal pattern. АН will 
choice 10 the ropes and Foren 
chase him. Now in cach round. Ali will 
work for 30 or 40 se 
much even as a minute with his back 
no more than a foot or two from the 


n will 


onds or for so 


top rope, and he is on the rope as ofte 
as not. When the strength of the mood. 
or the logic of the clinch suggests that 
the virtue of one set of ropes has been 


used up, he will back off across the r 


to use another set. He will spend on 
ave 


gc one quarter of each round on 
each of the lour sides of the ring. He 
might just as well be drawing conscious 
strength from the burial gods of the 
North, the West, the East and the South. 
Never has a major fight been so locked 
into onc pattern of movement. It ар 
peurs designed by a choreo 


grapher who 
ig абое the workings of 
legs and is endlessly inventive about 
arms. The fight goes on in exactly this 
fashion round after round, and yet it is 
hardly for Ali appears in con- 
E . amd is and is not. He is 


knows noth 


tur pockets of the boxing world 
inside om He is dem 
Mers is a weakness can 


gih, Foreman has been 


strating that 


what for other 
be for him a stre 


trained to cut instinctively from side to 
side in such a way as to spoil. Мз ability 
ned how to 
t Ali makes 


to circle, Foreman has. lea 


force retreat t0 the ropes, H 
м circle 
neither does he reverse his circle. Instead 
p. Foreman’s outstretched 
ums become a liability. Unable to cull 
ara dancing target, he must. probe for- 
ward. As he does, Ali keeps poppin 


no effort 10 get away. He de 


he hacks 


him 


with straight defts and rights fast as 
karate strokes, But then Ali's wile has 
а black belt in karate. 

Sooner or later, however, Foreman is 
always on him, leaning on him, banging 
him, belting away with all the fury 
George knows how to bring to the heavy 
bag. Ali uses the ropes to absorb the 
g Standing on one’s feet, it is 
inful to absorb a heavy body punch 


bludeco 


even when blocked with one's arms. The 


torso, the legs and the spine take the 
shock. One has to absorb the brunt of 


excessive perspiration, 
irritation, 
in the groin area, 


could be 
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the punch. Leaning on the ropes, how- 
ever, Ali can pass it along; the ropes 
will receive the strain. If he cannot 
catch Forcman's punches with his gloves, 
or deflect them, or bend Foreman's 
shoulder to spoil his move, or lean away 
with his head, slip to the side, or loom 
up to hug man's head, if finally 
there is nothing to do but take the 
punch, then Ali tightens his body and 
conducts the shock out along the ropes, 
so that Foreman must fecl as if he is 
beating on a tree trunk which is oscillat- 
pes. Foreman's power seems 
to travel right down the line and rattle 
the ringposts. It fortifies Ali's sense of 
relaxation—he hı ays the last resort 
of composing himself for the punch. 
When, occasionally, à blow does hurt, he 
sticks Foreman back, mean and salty, 
using his left and right as jabs. Since his 
shoulders are against the ropes, he jabs 
as often with his right as his left. With 
his timing it is a great jab. He has a gift 
for hitting Foreman as Fe 
in. That doubles or triples the force. Be- 
sides he is u right jabs Fore- 
man must start to wonder whether he is 
fighting a southpaw. Then comes the 
left jab again. A converted southpaw? It 
has something of the shift of locus 
that comes from making love to a 
brunette when she is wearing a blonde 
wig. Of course, Ali has red wigs too. At 
the end of the round, Ali hits Foreman 
with some of the hardest punches of the 
fight. A тїрїн, a left and a right startle 
Foreman in their combination, He may 


an comes 


ng so man 


not have scen such a combination since 
his lust street fight. Ali gives a Jook of 
contempt and they wrestle for a few 
seconds until the bell. For the few extra 
seconds it takes Foreman to go to his 
comer, his legs have the look of a bed- 
ridden man who has started on a tour of 
his room for the first time in a week. He 
has almost stumbled on the way to his 
stool. 


E 


sle, Rachman Ali began to 

"Your man's a 
chump,” Rachman said. “Ali's going to 
get hi wk had to look worried. Tt 
was hardly his night. First his own fight 
had been postponed, then called off, now 
watching Gcorge from a crate in 
sle, Since he had a big bet on 
‚ this last round offered its woes. 

In the corner Sadler was mas 
Foreman right shoulder and George 
was gagging a bit, the inside of his lips 
showing a shocking frothy white like the 
mouth of an overgalloped horse. 

Nonetheless, he looked lively as he 
came for the bell. He ht 
across the middle of the ring to show Ali 
a new kind of feint, a long pawing 
movement of his hands accompanied by 
short moves of his head. It was to a dif- 
ferent rhythm as if to say, “I haven't 
begun to show what | know." 

He looked jaunty, but he was holding 
his right hand down by the waist. Fa- 
tigue must have Jent carelessness to what 
he did, for Ali immediately answered 
with an insulting stiff right, an acceler- 
ating hook and another right so heavy to 


jeer at He 


our ne r 


“Then I offered him my body and he said no thank you, 
sexual intercourse kept him awake nights.” 


Foreman's head that he grabbed for a 


clinch, first rime in the fight. There, hold- 
ing on to Ali while vertigo collided with 


nd bile scalded 
must have been delivered 
awareness, for George immediately start- 
ed to look better. He began to get to 
Ali on the ropes and hit him occasion- 
ally, and for the first time in a while 
was not getting hit much himself. He 


s breath, he 
о a new 


was even beginning to jam а number of 
Up to now, whenever Ali 


Ali's rhythms. 
took a punch, he was certain to come 
off the ropes and hit Foreman back. 
A couple of times in this round, how- 
ever, even as Ali started his move, 
George would jam his forearm into Ali's 
neck, or wrestle him to а standstill 


All the while Ali was g- "Come 
on, George, show me something," he 
would say. "Can't you fight harder? That 


ain't hard. I thought you was the Cham- 
pion, 1 thought you had punches,” and 
Foreman, working like a bricklayer run- 
ning up a pyramid to set his bricks, 
would snort and lance his arms in sud- 
den unexpected. directions and try to 
catch Ali bouncing on the rope, Ali who 
was becoming more confirmed every 
minute in rhe sinecure of the rope, 
but at the end of the round, Foreman 
caught him with the best punch he had 
thrown in many a minute, landing just 
before the bell, and as he turned to 
leave Ali, he said clearly, "How's that?" 

It must have encouraged him, for i 
the fifth round he tried to. knock Ali 
out. Even as Ali was becoming more 
confident on the ropes. Foreman grew 
convinced he could break Ali's defense. 
Confidence on both sides makes for w: 
The round would go down in history as 
one of ihe great rounds in heavyweight 
boxing; indeed it was so good it forged 
its own frame as they bauled. One could 
scc it outlined fore: in his: The 
Great Fifth Round of the Ali Foreman 
Fight? 

Like much of greatness, the beginnings 
were unremarked. Foreman ended the 
fourth round well, but expectation was 
circling ringside that a monumental 
upset could be shaping. Even Joe Frazier 
was admitting orge was "not 
2 Ir took John. Daly to blurt 
out cheerfully to Da st, "Ali is 
winning all the way for me and I think 
he's going to nother 
four rounds!” 

Foreman didn't think so, There had 
been that sniff of victory m the fourth, 
the good punch which linded—"How's 
that?” He came out in the fifth with 
the conviction that if force had not pre- 
vailed against Ali up to now, more force 
was the answer, considerably more force 
than Ali had ever seen. If Foreman's face 
was battered to lumps, and his legs were 
moving like wheels with a piece chipped 
out of the rim, if his arms w begin- 
ning to sear in the lava of exhaustion and 


his breath come roaring to his lungs like 
the blast from a bed of fire, still he was 
a prodigy of strength, he was the prodigy, 
he could live through states of torture 
and hurl his cannonade when others 
could not lift their arms, he had been 
wained for endurance even more than 
execution and back in Pendleton when 
first working for this fight had once 
boxed 15 rounds with half a dozen spar- 
r tners coming on in two-round 
shifts while Foreman was permitted only 
30 seconds of rest between cach round. 
He could go, he could go and go. he 
was tireless in the arms, yes, could knock 
down a forest, take it down all by him- 
self, and he set out now to chop Ali down. 

They sparred incondusively for the 
first hall minute, Then the barrage be- 
gan, With Ali braced on the ropes, as far 
back on the ropes аз a deep-sea fisher- 
man is braced back 


artillery battles in World V 
began. Neither man moved more than a 
few feet in the next minute and а half. 
Across that embattled short space Forc- 
man threw punches in barrages of Гом 

and six and eight and nine, heavy hard 
maniacal slamming punches, heavy as 
the boom of oaken doors, bombs to the 
body, bolts to the head, punching until 
he could not breathe, backing off to 
breathe again and come in again. bomb 


again, blast again, drive and steam and 
slam the torso in front of him, wreck 
him in the arms, br through those 
arms, get to his ribs, dig him out, dig 
him out, put the dynamite in the earth, 
lift him, punch him. punch him up to 
heaven. take him out, stagger him— 
great earth mover, he must have sobbed 
to himself, kill this mad and bouncing 
goat. 

And Ali, gloves to his head, elbows to 
his ribs, stood and swayed and was 
rattled and banged and shaken like a 
grasshopper at the top of a reed when the 
d whips. and the ropes shook and 
swung like sheets in a storm. and Fore- 
1 would lunge with his right at A 


chin and Ali go flying back out of reach 
by a half inch, and half out of the ving, 
and back in to push at Foreman’s elbow 


and hug his 


own ribs and sway, and sway 
just further, and lean back and come 
forward from the ropes and slide off a 
punch and fall back into the ropes 


with all the calm of a man swinging 
in the rigging. Alb the while, he used 


They looked like stars, and he 
reman out with his eyes, flash- 
ing white eyeballs of panic he did not 
feel which pulled Foreman through into 
the trick of lurch fter him on a 
wrong move, Al expression in 
one direction while cocking his head 
in another, then staring at Foreman ex- 
holding him in 


hugging his head, peeking through 
gloves, jamming his armpit, taunting 
him on the edge of the ropes, then flying 
back as Foreman dove forward. tantaliz- 
ing him, maddening him, looking for 
all the world as cool as if he were 
sparring in his bathrobe, now banishing 
Foreman's head with the turn of a mata. 
dor sending away a bull after five fine 
passes were made, and once when he 
seemed to hesitate just а little too long. 
Foreman just a little too long. 
something stirred in George like that 
knowledge of a bull 
ready at lust to gore the ma 
ther than the cloth. and like a 
member of a cuadrilla, somebody in Ali's 
corner screamed, “Careful! areful! 
Careful!" and Ali flew back and just in 
time for as he bounced on the ropes. 
Foreman threw six of his most powerful 
left hooks in a row and then a right, it 
was the center of his fight and the heart 
of his best charge, a left to the belly, 
а left to the head, а left to the belly, a 
left to the head, a left to the belly. 
another to the belly and Ali blocked 
them all, elbow for the belly, glove 
for the head, and the ropes flew like 
snakes. Ali was ready for the lefts. He 
was not prepared for the right that 
followed. Foreman hit him a powerful 
punch. The ring bolts screamed. Ali 
shouted, "Didn't hurt a bit.” Was it the 
best punch he took all night? He had 
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to ride through ten more after that. 
Foreman kept flashing his muscles up out 
of that cup of desperation boiling in all 
determination, punches that came to- 
ward the end of what may have been as 
many as forty or fifty in a 
one strong 

the spine to the knees. Something may 
have finally begun to go from Foreman's 
n’golo, some departure of the essence 
of absolute rage, and Ali, reaching over 
the barrage, would give a prod now and 
again to Foreman’s neck like a house- 
wife sticking a toothpick in a cake to 
see if it is ready. The punches got weak- 
er nd Ali finally came off 
the ropes and in the last 30 seconds 


of the round, threw his own punches, 
20 at least. Almost all Some of 
est punches of the night were 
п. Four rights, а left hook and 


a right came in one stupendous com- 
bination. One punch turned Foreman's 
head through 90 degrees, a right cross of 
glove and forearm that slammed into the 
side of the jaw; double contact had to be 
felt, once from the glove, then from the 


bare arm, stunning and jarring. Walls 
must begin to crack inside the brain. 
Foreman staggered and lurched and 


glared at Ali and got hit again, zingbing! 
two more. When it was all over, A 
caught Foreman by the neck like a bi 
brother chastising an enormous and stu- 


180 pid kid brother, and looked out to 


someone in the audience, some enemy—or 
was it some spiteful friend who said Fore- 
man would win?—for Ali, holding George 
around the neck, now stuck out one 
long whitecoated tongue. On the other 
side of the ropes, Bundini was beaming 
at the bell. 

“I really don't believe it," said Jim 
Brown. “I really don't believe it. Е 
thought he was hurt. 1 thought hi body 
was hurt. He came back. He hit Fo 
man with everything. And he winked at 
me.” Did he wink or stick out his tongue 

In the aisle, Rachman was screaming 
at Henry Clark. "Your fighter's a chump. 
He's an amateur. My brother is killing 
him. My brother is showing him up!" 

CHAPTER 4 

So began the third act of the fight. 
Not often was there a better end t0 a 
second act than Foreman’s failure to 
destroy Ali on the ropes. But the last 
scenes would present another problem. 
How was the final curtain to be found? 
For if Foreman was exhausted, Ali was 
weary. He had hit Foreman harder than 
he had ever hit anyone, He had hit 
him often. Foreman's head must by now 
be equal to 2 piece of vulcanized rub- 
ber. Conceivably, you could beat on him 
all night and nothing more would hap- 
‘There is a threshold to the knock- 
When it comes dose but is not 
crossed, then a man can stagger around. 
the ring forever. He has received his 


terrible message and he is still standing. 
No more of the same woe can destroy 
him. He is like the victim in a dreadful 
marriage that no one knows how to 
end. So Ali was obliged to produce still 
one more surprise. TE not, the unhap- 
piest threat would present itself as he 
and Foreman stumbled through die re- 
maining ten rounds. There is agony to 
elucidate even a small sense of the 
aesthetic out of boxing. Wanton waste 
for an artist like Ali to lose the perfec 
tion of this fight by wandering down a 
monotonous half hour to a dreary unar 
mous decision. 

A fine ending to the fight would live 
legend, but a dull victory, antici 
mictic by the end, could leave him in 
half a legend—overblown in reputation 
by his friends and contested by his 
enemies—precisely that state which al- 
flicted most heroes. Ali was fighting to 
prove other points. So he said. So Ali 
had to dispose of Foreman in the next 
few rounds and do it well, a formidable 
problem. He was like a torero after a 
great faena who must still face the drear 
potential of a protracted inept and dis 
appointing kill. Since no pleasure 


greater among athletes than to overtake 
the style of their opponent, Ali would 
look to steal Foreman’s last pride. 


George was an executioner, Ali would 
do it better. But how do you execute 
the executioner: 

The problem was revealed in all 
sluggish intricacies over the next three 
rounds. Foreman came out for the sixth 
looking like an alley cat with chewed-up 
brows. Lumps and swellings were all over 
his face, his skin equal to tar that has 
baked in the sum. When the bell rang, 
however, he looked dangerous 
longer а cat but а bull. He lowered his 
head and charged across the ring. He was 
а total demonstration of the power of 
one idea, even when the idea no longer 
works. And was immediately seized and 
strangled around the neck by Ali for 
а few valuable and pacifying seconds 
until Zack Clayton broke them. After- 
ward, Foreman moved in to throw more 
punches. His power, however, seemed 
gone. The punches were slow and tenta- 
tive. They did not reach Ali. Foreman 
was growing gloveshy. His fastest moves 
were now in a nervous defense that kept 
knocking Ali’s punches away from his 
own face. 

At this point, Ali proceeded to bring 
out the classic left jab everyone had been 
expecting for the first round. In the 
hall minute, he struck Foreman's 
h ten or head-inging 
jabs thrown with all the speed of 
good fencer's thrust, and Foreman took 
them in apathy to compound the existing 
near apathy of his hopes. Each time his 
head snapped back, some communication 
between his mind and his nerves must 
have been reduced. A surgical attack. 

Yet something in Foreman’s response 


its 


no 


next 


eleven 


decided Ali to give it up. Perhaps no 
more than his own sense of moderation. 
It might look absurd if he kept jabbing 
Foreman forever. Besides, Ali needed 
rest. The next two minutes turned into 
the slowest two minutes of the fight. 
Foreman kept pushing Ali to the ropes 
out of habit, a dogged forward motion 
that enabled George to rest in his fash- 
ion, the only he still knew, which 
was to lean on the opponent. Ali was 
by now so delighted with the advantages 
of the ropes that he fell back on them 
like a man returning home in quiet 
imph, yes, settled in with the we 
pleasure of a workingman getting back 
nto bed after a long day to be weated 
to a little of God's joy by his hard. 
working wife. He was almost tender 
with Foreman's laboring advance, holding 
him softly and kindly by the neck. Then 
he stung him with right and lelt karate 
shots from the shoulde oreman was 
now so arm-weary he could begin a 
punch only by lurching forward until 
momentum encouraged a movement 
of the arm. He looked like a drunk, or 
rather a somnambulist, in a dance ma 
thon. It would be wise to get him 
through the kill without ever waking 
him up. While it ought to be a simple 
matter to knock him down, there might 
not be cnough violence left in the spirit 
of this ring to knock him out. So the 
shock of finding himself on the floor 
could prove a stimulant. His ego might 
reappear: Once on the floor, he was a 
champion in dramatic danger of losing 
his title—that is an unmeasurable source 
of energy. Ali was now taking in the 
reactions of Foreman's head the way а 
nllfighter lines up a bull before going 
in over the horns for the kill. He bent 
to his left and still crouched, passed 
his body to the right under Foreman's 
fists, all the while studying George's head 
id neck and shoulders. Since Foreman 
charged the move, a fair conclusion was 
that the bull still had an excess of 
strength too great for the kill. 

Nonetheless, Foreman's punches were 
hardly more than pats. They were sub 
ficiently weak for any man in reasonable 
shape to absorb them, Still, Foreman 
came on. ath, leaning. 
almost limping, in a pata-pat of feeble 
culls, he was all but lying over Ali on 
the ropes. Yet what a problem in the 
strength of his stubbornness itself. End- 
less powers of determination had been 
built out of one season of silence pas 
into another. The bell 
the sixth. Both men gave an involuntary 
smile of relief. 

Foreman looked ready to float as he 
came to his corner. Sandy Saddler could 
not bring himself to look at him. The 
sorrow їп Foreman's corner was now 
heavier dia Ali's dressing room before 
the fight 

In his corner, Ali looked thoughtful 
and stood up abstractedly before the 
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bell and abstractedly led a cheer in the 
stadium, his arm to the sky. 

The cheer stirred Foreman to action. 
He was out of his corner and in the 
middle of the ring before the bell rang. 
Ali opened his eyes wide and stared at 
him in mock wonder, then in disdain, 
as if to say, "Now you've done it. Now 
you're asking for it.” He came out of 
his and the referee was 
pushing both men apart as the bell rang. 

Still it was a slow round, almost as 
slow as the sixth, Foreman had no speed, 
and, in return, Ali boxed no faster than 
he had to. but kept shifting more rapidly 
than before from one set of ropes to 
another. Foreman was proving too slug- 
gish to work with. Once, in the middle 
of the round. Foreman staggered 
Ali, and for the first time in the fight 
was literally nearer the ropes. It was а 


g realization. Not since the first 


corner, too, 


the cent 
ward, For seven rounds his retreating 
body had been between Foreman and 
the ropes, except for the intervals 
he traveled backward from one s 
ropes to another. This time, seeing 
Foreman on the ropes instead, Ali 
backed up immediately and Foreman 
slogged after him like an infantryman 
looking at the ground. Foreman's best 


move by now might be to stand in the 
center of the ring and invite Ali to come 
to him. If Ali refused, he would lose 
the luster of his perlormance, and if he 
did come forward, it would be George's 
turn to look for weaknesses. While Forc- 
man waited for Ali, he could rest. Yet 
Gcorge must have had some unspoken 
fear of disaster if he shifted methods. So 
he would drive, thank you very much. 
into the grave he would determine for 
himself. Of course, he was not wholly 


And with less than a minute left, he 
managed to drive a left hook into Ali's 
belly, a. blow which indeed made Ali 
gasp. Then Foreman racked him with 
a right uppercut strong cuongh for Ali 
to hold on in a clinch, no, Foreman was 
not going to give up. Now he leaned o 
Ali for Ali to cling ag: а аһа 
no, Foreman was not going to give up 
Now he leancd on Ali with one е 
tended arm and tried to whale him with 
the other. He looked like he was beating 
a rug. Foreman had begun to show the 
clumsiness of a street fight the end 
of a long rumble. He was reverting. It 
happened to all but the most cultivated 
fighters toward the exhausted end of a 
long and terrible fight. Slowly they d 
scended from the clegance of their best 
style down to the knee in the groin and 
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the overhead. punch (with a rock in the 
fist) of forgotten street fights. 

Ali, half as tired at least, was not 
wasting himself, He was still graceful in 
every move. By the end of the round, he 
was holding Foreman's head tenderly 
once more in his glove. Foreman was 
becoming reminiscent of the computer 
in 2001 as his units were removed 
one by one; malfunctions were show: 
and spastic lapses. All the while, some 
g of the old panache of Sadler, Sad- 
nd Moore inserted over 
thousands of hours of train 
showed in occasional gestures. The w 
est slaps of his gloves, however. 
begun to look like entreaties. Still his 
arms threw punches. By the end ol 
the seventh, he could hardly stand: Yet 
he must have thrown 70 more punches. 


had 


So few were able to land, Ali had re- 
stricted himself to 25—half at least 
must have gone to target. Foreman was 


fighting as slowly as a worn-out fighter 
in the Golden Gloves, slow as а man 


walking up a hill of pillows, slow as 
he would have looked if their first round 
had been rerun in slow motion, that was 


no slower than Foreman was fighting 
now, and thus exposed as in a film, he 
was reminiscent of the slow and curving 
motions of a linebacker coiling around 


a runner with his hands and arms in the 


slowamotion replay—the boxing had 
shifted from speed and impact to an 
timacy of movement. Delicately, Ali 
would cradle Foreman's head with his 
left before he smashed it with his right. 
Foreman looked ready to fall over from 
exhaustion. His face had the soft 
scrubbed look of a child who has just 
had a dirty face washed, but then they 
both had that gentle look boxers get 
when they are very tired and have 
fought each other very hard. 

in the corner, Moore's hands 
were massaging Foreman's shoulders. 
Sandy Saddler was working on his legs. 
k Sadler was talking to him. 

Jim Brown was saying, “This man, 
Muhammad Ali, is unreal.” When Jim 
used the word, it was a compliment. 
Whatever was real, n Brown could 
dominate, And Frazier added his humor, 
^L would say right now my man is not 
in the lead. I got a feeling George is not 
going to mak 

On the aisle, Rachman was still calling 
out to Henry Clark. "Henry, admit it, 
your man is through, he's a chump, he's 
a street fighter. Henry, admit it. Maybe 
T'm not a fighter, I know I'm not as good 
as you, but admit it, admit it, Mul 
mad has whipped George." 


“Do me a favor. Find something else 
to play with while I'm fixing dinner.” 


Except he hadn't. Not yet. Two rounds 
had gone by. The two dullest rounds of 
the fight. The night was hot. Now the 


ir 
would become more tropical with every 
round. In his corner, Ali looked to be in. 
pain as he breathed, Was it his kidneys 
or his ribs? Dundee was talking to him 
and Ali was shaking his head in disagree- 
ment. In contrast to Foreman, his expres 
sion was keen. His eyes looked as quick 
as the eyes of a squirrel. The bell ran, 
for the eighth round. 


aim, six good punches, lefts and rights. 
It was as if he had a reserve of good 
punches, a numbered amount like a 
soldier ege who counts his bullets. 
ch punch had to carry а pre- 
ied portion of the worl 

n's legs were now hitched into 
an ungainly prance, like а horse high- 
stepping along a road full of rocks. 
Stung for the hundredth time with a 
cruel blow, his response was to hurl back 
a left hook which proved so wild he al- 
most catapulted through the ropes. Then 
for an instant, his back and neck were 
open to Ali who cocked a punch but did 
not throw it, as though to demonstrate 
to the world that he did not want to flaw 
this fight with any blow reminiscent of 
the thuds Foreman had sent to the back 
of the head of Norton and Roman and 
Frazier. So Ali posed h thar punch, 
then moved away. Now lor the second 
me in the fight he had found Foreman 
between himself and the ropes and had 
done nothing. 

Well, George сате off the ropes and 
pursued Ali like a man chasi а cat. 
‘The wild punch seemed to have re- 
freshed him by its promise that some 
of his power w back. If his biggest 
punches were missing. at least they were 
big. Once again he might bc his own 
prodigy of strength. Now there were Iur- 
ries on the ropes that had an echo of the 
great bombardment in the fifth. round. 
And still Ali taunted him, still the di 
log went on. “Fight | 
thought you had some punches. You're 
a weak man. You all used up." After 


а while, Foreman's punches were wh 
tling less than his breath. 
centh time, Ali 


had used up the 
of force he transported from the 
nth to the eighth. He pawed Ali 
t six feet tall wi 
ated battle arm. 

20 seconds left to the round, 
ked. By his own measure, by 
that measure of 20 years of bo 
with the knowledge of all he had lear 
of what could and could not be done at 
any instant in the ring, he chose this as 
the occasion and, lying on the ropes, he 
hit Forem with a right and left, then 
came off the ropes to hit him with a left 


sev 
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and a right. Into this last right hand he 
put his glove and his forcarm again, a 
head-stupelying punch that sent Fore 
man reeling forward. As he went by, Ali 
hit him on the side of the jaw with a 
right and darted away from epê in 
such a way as to put Foreman next to 
them. For the frst time in the entire 
fight, he had cut off the ring on Forc- 
man. Now Ali struck him a combination 


of punches fast as the punches of the 
fist round, but h 1 more consec- 
n Ли in a row struck 
Foreman, then a left, and fo ut 


on Forei ace appeared the knowl- 
edge that he was im danger and must 
start 10 look to his lost. protection. His 
opponent was attacking. and there were 
по ropes behind the opponent, What a 
The a 
He was the 
big projectile exactly the 
drove into 
the middle of Foreman's mind, the best 
punch of the startled night, the blow Ali 
ed for a career. Foreman’s arms Dew 
out to the side like a man with a para- 
chute jumping out of a planc, and in 
this doubled-over position, he wied to 
wander out to the center of the ring. All 
the while, his eyes were on Ali and he 
looked up with no anger as if Ali, 
deed, were the man he knew best in the 
world and would see him on his dying 
day. Vertigo wok George Foreman and 
revolved hi from the waist 
in this uncomprehending position, eyes on 
Muhammad Ali all the way, he started 
to tumble and topple and fall, even as 
he did not wish to go down. His mind 
was held with magnets high as his cham- 


on the 


pionship and his body was secking the 
ground. He went over like a six-foot, 
GÜ-enokl butler who had just heard 
tragic news, yes, fell over all of a long 


collapsing two seconds: down came the 
Champion in sections, and Mi revolved 
with him in a close circle, hand. primed 
to hit him oue more time, and never 
the need, a wholly intimate escort to 
the floor. 

The referee took Ali 10 a corner. He 
stood there: he seemed lost in thought. 
Now he raced his feet in a quick but 
stained shuffle, as if to apologize for 
ever ng his legs to dance, and 
looked on while Foreman tried to rouse 
himself. 

Like a drunk hoping to get out of bed 
10 go to work, Foreman rolled over, 
Foreman started the slow head agonizing, 
lilt of all that foundered bulk God some- 
how gave him and, whether he heard the 
count or no, was on his feet a fraction 
ter the count of ten and whipped, for 
when Zack Clayton gui 
hand at his back, he walked iu docile 
steps to his corner and did not resist. 
Moore received him. Sadler received him. 
Later, one learned the conver: 


“Well. don't worry. It's history now." 

“Yeah 

“You're all x said Sadler, 
rest will take care of itself.” 

In the ring, Ali was seized by Radi- 
man, by Gene Wilder, by Bundini, by a 
host of black friends old, new and very 
new, who charged up the aisles, leaped 
onto the apron, sprang through the ropes 
and jumped near to touch him. Norman 
said to Plimpton in a tone of wonde 
like a dim parent who realizes suddenl 
that his child is indeed and indubita- 
bly тап. "My God, he mpion 
as if one had trained oneself 
Not 10 expect news so good 


“the 


as that. 

In the ring, Ali fainted. 

It occurred suddenly 
p and almost no one saw it. An- 
gelo Dundee. circling the ropes to shout 
happy words at reporters, was unaware 
of what had happened. So were all the 
smiling faces. И was only the eight or 
ten men immediately around him who 
knew. Those eight or ten mouths that 


and without 


had just been open in celebration now 
turned to grimaces of horror 
went from laughing to weepi 
seconds. 

Why Ali fainted, nobody mig 
know. Whether it was a warning against 
excessive pride in years to come—one 
private bolt from Allah—or whether the 
weakness of sudden exhaustion, who 
could know? Maybe it суеп the 
spasm of a rellex he n е refined 
unconsciously for months—the ability 16 
recover in seconds from totil oblivion 
Had he been obliged to try it out a 
least once on this night? He was, in any 
case, too much of a champion to allow 

1 episode to arise and was back on his 
feet before ten seconds were up. His 
handlers, having been lifted, chastened, 
terrified and uplifted again, looked 
him with faces of wiumph and knock- 
down, the upturned mask of comedy and 
the howling mouth of tragedy next to 
cach other in that instant in the Afri- 
ring. 

Frost was cryin 


a 


out: "Muhammad. Ali 


"Behind every man there's a woman. For example, my wife 
is also doing five to ten in Tehachapi.” 
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has done it. The great man has done it 
This is the most joyous scene ever seen 
in the history of boxing. This is an in- 
credible scene. The place is goi 


And because 


juouncer before 
the count up 
behind the referee and so counti 
when Clayton said ten. it looked on all 
the closed-circuit screens of the world as 
if Foreman had gotten up before the 
count was done. and confusion was every- 
where. How could it be other? The me- 
vould always sprout the seed of 
confusion. “Muhammad Ali has wou, By 
a knockdown.” said Frost in good. faith, 
"By a knockdown.” 

Back in M 


everybody was al- 


ready yelling that the fight fixed. 
Yes. So was The Night Watch and Por- 


trait of the Artist asa Young Мап 
CHAPTER 5 

For reporters, the fight had just be- 
gun. They had to get into Alis dress 
room. It became Norma) 
fus. 1 
calculate later. but a con: 
of timely pushing through t 
t the door had somethi 


s exclusive, 


How he got in he was never able to 


erable 
squad of 
soldiers g 10 do 
with it. You had to shove hard enough to 
make progress. but not so hard that vou 
would promote i rille buit 
his final grand elfort 
just back of a fat 
seen before. 

In the dressing room they were nying 
10 slam the door to protect Ali trom a 
inundation of Hesh, so there was a mii 
when Norman was happy for every 


n vour ribs 


ot one leg through 
man he had 


neve! 


to get in behi 
down to parts of three bodies comin 
through the door at once. Since he wa 
in the middle, and the other torsos were 


soft, he was ensconced. What а timeless 
squeeze. 
Par Patterson. with a chrome-plated 


pistol on his hip amd a cops rage at 
the assault on his bastion. finally gave а 
hand to drive the others our and. pull 
Norman his surprise, he wa 
only reporter in the room. Never did a 
man proceed to do less with his esclusive. 
Of course, he would have months to w 
his piece and hall a year to see it print 
«деге was hardly the need to rush to 
a telephone in the next t 
But even if a man had been waiting 
thousands of miles away at a city desk, 
he might well have done no more. He 
didn't want ro ask Ali questions. he 
wanted to pay his respects. There аге 
not that many occasions in life, after 
all, when the sense of irony has clearly 
departed. 

Ni sat on the rubbin 
hands on his knees, loki 


minute: 


table with his 
like a happy 
ty. His 
rked except for a small re 
one cheekbone. Maybe he 


on 


handsome. He 
I have stolen the 


never appe 
stared out like a child. 
jam,” said his e ad it tastes good. 
Lights twinkled in those eyes all the way 
back to the beginning. Truth, he looked 
like a castle all lir up. 

“You did everything you said voi 
Norman ollered in simple 


were 


going 10 do, 
tribute. 
Yeah. It was а good night" Neither 
mentioned that he had not danced. That 
must have been the surprise he promised. 
Fantastic fight,” Norman said. “You're 
going to like looking at the films.” 
Mi drew a breath. “Maybe theyll ad- 
he said softly. am the 


mi “that now 1 


professor of boxing.’ 
The door 10 the dressing room was 
opened again ıo admit Belinda Mi. In 
Muslim dres. with a skirt that cime to 
her ankles and а white doth urban close 
to her head, she was a statuesque wom 
an—precisely the word. Over six leet 
tall, as well proportioned as her husband. 
she had features sulhciently classic for the 
head of a Greek statue. She came forward 
and husband and wife looked at euch 
other silently. as if a question of long 
standing had at Last been resolved. They 
kissed. The object ol love would prove 
for once deserving of love. He gave her a 
smile as open as the sweetness of his feel- 
n 


g so tende 
and so cilm thar 

to say. “Honey. my 
rious 10 vou, and we 
both kuow I am crazy, but please believe 
me when I try to tell vou thar 1 am, my 
darling, by all scientific evidence. a 
rious fellow.” (Or is that the way No 
ild have spoken if he had ev 
anything that well?) 

Belinda now moved around the room 
to exchange congratulations, She made 
point of going up to Roy Williams. who 


wa 


won 


had waited through this long night with 
out a fight. "I want to thank you, Roy 
for all you've done," she said. “Wi 


couldn't have won this fight if vou hadn't 
gonen Ali ready the way 
“Thank you." he said with pleasure, 
"it was sure a good night.” 
“Tim sorry vou didit have your fight. 
“Oh.” said Roy in his deep voice, "V 
won and that coi 
If Norman had been keeping his jour- 
nalistic wits. he would now have gone 
to the but he 
discuss the fight with Ali, 
1 judgment. Other report- 
ers were getting in то sce the new Cham- 
pion, and so many surrounded the 
rubbing table amd Ali spoke in so low 
ice that no more rations for the literary 
were going to be collected, By th 


you did. 


other dicssi room, 


wanted t 
feeble pi 


tic 


time he left. Norman would discove 
to his unhappiness that he had missed 
George Foreman in his dresing roc 


for Foreman had things 1 
ers filled him in, notably 
Bob Ottum ol Sports 


sore loss. 
y- Other repor 
Plimpton and 


Mlustated. Given the 
ity of reporters lo опе another, it was 
all too easy to form atrocious habits and 
cover one's stories from the telephone in 
the bathtub: ves. even as reconstructed, 
Foreman had things to say. Yet, what а 
los not to Ted the battered awa of the 
ex-chumpion’s mood. Every wound has 


essential generos- 


c dressing room Norman never saw 
had ved walls. and the fighter alter the 
fight was covered with towels in gold 
lame. “I got to beat this guy 


said once. ^I saw him at Salt Lake City 
He was we «Lorange shoes 
with platforms heels. 1 wear 
brogans. When E saw his fly shoes, 1 said 


to myself. ‘I'm going to win.’ " 

Yes. red and gold might be for fallen 
kings. Foreman. liy beneath 
According to Plimpton, he fst asked 
Dick Sadler if he had been knocked out, 
then he counted backward for à wh 


from 100, 99, OS, etc, to see if his head 
was cle and he called out the names 
of the 20 people in his camp one by 
one. “I felt secure," said Foreman. “I 


g 1 was in control of this 
prised when the people 
He said every 
voice. 


had a true le 
fight. 1 was st 
jumped imo ihe. ring.” 
thi alm 
counted out" he said. "but I was not 
knocked out." 

Let us quote PI 


mpron's account here 


He repeated. at times so slowly 
t it seemed as if he were stun 
ig through a written text, wh; 
ad so often said in dressing-room 
statements. following his victories: 
“There is never a loser. No fighter 
should bc a winner. Both should be 
applauded.” 

The reporters stood around 
comfortably, knowing that it would 
finally sink in that for the first time 
in his professional career his gene 
ous words lor a loser referred to 
himself 


Then Foreman spoke of Mi, “A fi 
American.” he said, "great gentleman 
wonderful family man." The reporters 
were counting how many times 
had hit in the head over cight 
rounds 

He was still talking as the winner. 
There is all the temporary insanity of 
loss. One knows that there is a reality to 
which one са t least the odds 
are great ı be there, but 
reality does not feel real. Ti is too insub- 
stamtial. Reality has become a theory in. 
troduced imo one's head by other people 
It does not seem as natural as what one 
feels. George Foreman still felt like the 
Champion. 

He took the ice pack off his 
have a statement te 
friendship tonight.” he said. "I fou 

plan. 

That was Bill Caplan who beat Fore 
man at ping-pong every day. Sturdy Bill 


been 


I found true 
ad a 


“Sorry, I just gave at the office!” 
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"Let's move to the bac 
I sit loo close 


Caplin, with his round face, his eye 
glasses and a hundred reporters. always 
mad at him because Foreman was un- 
cooperative about interviews. With what 
eyes of Jewish compassion must. Caplan 
ve looked at Foreman after the fight. 
George's own people would not be so 
kind. By black measure, defeat is as bad 


said George, "that the 
punch that knocks a man down he 
doesn't really see. 1 suspect he doesn't 
know about 

There were стоме on the sucet out- 
side the stadium and Blacks celebrating 
in the dawn. It was as if they had n 
dared ro feel тоо much hope for Al 
advance of the fight. Yet just as there 
men who reach their rightful histo 
stature only in the hour of assassination, 
so others do it on the morning of their 
victory. Outside the stadium, at six A-M., 
there was a crazy air of liberation 
the boulevards and back streets of Kin 
shasa. People were drunk. people were 
howing to one another, people extended 
their anms and legs in the long moves 
appropriate to a basketball court. That 
med the way to Moat down the road. 
There was laughter, and people waving 


se 


10 one another two blocks a . Catcalls 
at the sight of him. A white man. Must 
y be for Foreman. Yes, the sweet 

irit of revolution was back, not all 


1. let us say it is the spirit of chan, 
ions, cockroaches and. philosophers 
© all awake. Мото (if we remember) 


seat... my eyes hurt if 
to the screen!” 


is the Word, 


nd the word is 
nd life is i 


n the he d 
this dawn is full of the n'zolo of the liv- 
g and the thirst of the dead. It is a 
weird moming. Under these heavy cloud 
there is a dawn that does not lift. The 
light is reminiscent of the pallor of the 
carth in an eclipse. 

On the street, Norman has run. into a 
gambling friend he knows at the casino 
^d the two debate whether to wy to 


walk all the way home, but it is cight 
miles and more. Finally, they get а cab. 
His friend promotes it. His friend sees д 


whore he knows passing in а cab and 
calls to her and offers to pay the fare if 
she will them. She is 
young and lovely whore with a dark- 
bronze skin. а body as lithe as a climbing 
vine and an abundance of dark-bronze 
hair in her armpits. She is at this hou 
love with Muhammad Ali—one does 
wish to change pl h her pimp at 
this hour. She will not appear again in 
our account and since Africans, accord- 
g to good Father Tempels, believe “the 
me is not а simple e 1 courtesy. 
it is the very reality of the individual, 
let us give to print the full value of the 

lity she chooses for herself—which is 
Marcelline. They leave her soon at her 
a hovel with a un roof on a 
humped dirt road with oil stains, tropica 
puddles and dead foliage. Marcelline has 
heen ийи] as а movie st 

M the InterContinental, everybody is 
drinking in the timeless dawn. At the 


share it with 


vs wi 


s 


house. 


bar and on the patio, people are cele- 
brating. people are toasting the morning 
in champagne. Norman runs into Jim 
Brown and cannot resist asking. “Think 
the fight was fixed? "s 
ruefully, he shakes his head. He is happy 
10 feel Man," he says, “I never 
been more wrong in all my lif 
One by one. Foreman’s people were 
there to talk to. Maybe it is the mark of 
a good man that defeat does not leave 
more than one good sentence in the 
mouth. Henry Clark, having lost his big 
bet, merely said, “The better fighter 
won. 
Elmo, encountered in the lobby, 
ag а word. Norman said at 
п at his best. 
nod. He smiled. 


Jim Brown g 


1 emor. 


was 


ot sayi 
scorge met the m 
gave a silem 
ng on it,” he said. “Oye.” 
Archie Moore let a few words drop: 
“Boxing is syllables. You learn them one 
by one. J his eyes had a light. He 
was loyal to George, but Ali was the tri 
umph of his own ion 
Dick Sadler talked at length. If he w: 
а good man, then defeat gives speech to 
"Ir wasn’t what Muhammad did,” 


He didn't 
I don't know what was g 
George don't let anybody hold him. He 
ler Muhammad. We told him Muhammad 
was going to hold. George knew before 
the fighi what Muhammad was going to 
do. But he punched himself ош. George 
сап punch. all day. How does he punch 


move. 


himself out? I'm going crazy. Big bad 
George Foreman, known to be a brutal 
fighter, hits people back of the head. h 


men when they're sitting on the ropes. 
hits them when theyre down, bombs 
them in the kidney 
er. and he lets Mul 
showed him what to do. 
got his gloves up protect 
then he can't see, so, С 
where he's blind, И he's down protecti 
his gut, let him hear it in the ear. Set 
him up with the left, George, give it to 
him with the right. He wouldn't do it, 
he couldn't do it 

"Maybe Mi is 
fighters." Norman was tempted to broach 
his idea that this was mie first 
fight that bore serious resemblance to 
chess. Such comparisons were always sen 
timental conceits, and this was hardly 
the time. Still! 

It is fortu 
shut, for $ 


different. from other 


nu 


te that he kept his mouth 
11 ked, “I'm just 
s stupid on the fight as you arc. I got to 
think about it.” 

A six-year-old girl, down for early 
breakfast, early as could be, passed by 
and Sadler went to give her а hug. “Bon 
jour. ma petite,” he said. “Bon jour. 

The conversation. still bothered him, 
however. He сате back t0. Noi a d 
said. “I ain't got the answer 

Then the + n. two weeks Таке 
and packed with the frenzy of many an 


r next ven 


African atmosphere 
known tribe, came at last to term with 
the waters of the cosmos and the groans 
of the Congo. The rainy scason broke 
and the stars of the African he: 
down. In the torrent, in that long 
acted moon-green dawn, rain fell in 
silver sheets and silver blankets, water- 
Is and rivers, in lakes that dropped like 
me fron id with a slap of 
the burst of fire in a 
forest. It came in buckets, a tropical т 
t out of the heart overhead. Norman 
had not seen a rain so bad in 30 year 
not since he sat under а pup tent in the 
Philippines. 

he heard what the storm did to 
the stadium, It poured onto the seats and 
poured through the a 
in jungle falls and str 
stairs rrow entry halls, flooded the 
soccer field and washed beneath the ring 
crying for is message the food and 
refuse of the 60,000 souls once sitting in 
the seats. Foremau's dressing room was a 
dark pool with old towels floating in a 
foot of water. and kids were prowling 
the stadium by the end of the deluge. 
Orange peels and fight tickets drifted 
into collection beneath the canvas and 
batteries were drenched, generators gave 
out. Half the telex machin 
ju the storm 


id many an un- 


camc 


sles, it flowed down. 
ned through the 


ad v 


broke down 
d the satellite ce: 
send a picture or a word. What a debacle 


ied to 


if the storm had come while the fight 
was on. 

Ali w 
take cre 


ld laugh. next day and offer to 
for holding back the rain. 


CHAPTER 6 


On that next day (which is the same 
day just after sleeping from nine to 
noon) Norman had lunch and decided 
to go out to Nscle one last time and say 
goodbye to Ali 

Out there, the new Champion is giv 
a press conference to a hundred African 
reporters and media men, who gather 

"und him with the solemnity and re 
spect they might once have offered to 
dhi. Tt is three in (he afternoon, not 
ten hours since he won. and he ha 
ably not slept for half of that 
nonetheless. his tongue is unflagging and 


ng 


rob- 


ne— 


nd the need 
ty of the sel 
‘foreman did not 
But I know th: 


the disciplines of victory 
for goals outside the v 
“These things George 
recognize," he intoned. 
beating George Foreman and conquering 
the world with my fists does not bring 
freedom to my people. 1 am well aware 
that 1 must go beyond all this and pre- 
parc myself lor more. 1 know," said 
Muhammad Ali, “that L enter a new 
а 


My God! All of it! He was going after 
I of iı. And why not, given the rate of 
ease at which he mastered the whole 
of whatever he was given. Norman was 
thinking of the first time he met him, 
there at a crap table im The Dunes, 
Cassius Clay in Vegas in the summer ol 
tall, skinny, nervous young 
a undefeated record and 


he must talk on fifty subjects, telling the 
Third World press in just the sho 
nis there how “the long dresses happy wi 
impress me more than 


planes and your 


ime 


- . His former 
o longer uttered, lest by — casino counters alte 


"receives a [new] n 
name may be 


nee Cas “Chips. 
. knew whereof he spoke. 
talked of the emergence of peoples and bawled 


h the 
ame, "Norm M. 


ike 
throwing the d 
hardly 
as the vein of his on 


so ignor 


ng fortune, 


а з 


be “What are these things?” he cried. 


“Don't gimme none of that sti 


‘of Sonny Liston, whom soon 
he was going to meet. The boy was un- 
ulGrecognition of the 
iler, | heard of you. 
Lumumba — You're in the movies or somet 
A litle Luter, he compli- boy did not 
ments them on changing th 
“On the occas 


the 
to be unsure—and later 
nt of craps he 
new when he won, yet still lucky 


sius complained when they passed him 
inning roll 


y" Ne 
me some more of those 


Conceptrol Shields. 
A prophylactic created to make you feel 
like you're not wearing anything. 


Conceptro Shields 


World's largest laboratories 


ion 1973 
We are making availeble through your local 
and A man's guide to preventing pregnancy 


= 


The whole idea behind Conceptrol 
Shields is to allow two people sensi- 
tivity when using a prophylactic, 

To do this, we had to make a change: 
we changed the basic shape of the 
prophylactic so it would fit you better, 
Sensitivity: The change wasn't drastic, 
but from the shape you know toa 
slightly contoured shape at the head. 
We feel this slight change will make 
Conceptrol Shields conform easier to 
you, and give you a fit you're not get- 
ting from an ordinary prophylactic 
Strength: Conceptrol Shields are made 
from very thin latex. The thinnest we 
can possibly use and still maintain our 
quality control standards. 

Comfort: They have a reservoir tip—a 
receptacle at the tip of the prophylactic. 
It allows you greater comfort. 
Lubrication: They have a special dry 
lubricant which makes them neater 
than prophylactics with wet lubricants. 
They're also available non-lubricated. 

Conceptrol Shields. Comfortable, 
strong and allow sensitivity. 

We believe they're going to change 
your attitude about using prophylactics. 

Available now at yourlocal pharmacy. 


vermecist educational material on the value of prophylectics in the prevention of venereal disease 
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silver dollars!” Just anoth Lhat Jout 
from Louisville. Now he was entering a 
new arena. “He who is not courageous 
enough to take risks will accomplish 
nothing in life," he told the representa 
ves of the black me is why E 
love and respect Africa. It is the land of 
—he looked for the word— 
or, The people have respect, yet 
they are brave to new notions. They are 
the force of the future.” With what an 
immensity of anxiety must Ali live at the 
sire of his world role and his intimate 
knowledge of his own ignoranc 

Later Norman and Budd Schulberg 
were alone with Ali for a lew minutes and 
started to have a good talk about the 
fight. Mi ы ing ready ло expatiate. 
He was in the Tull. enjoyment of analyz- 
ing his own fight. "€ you sec," he 
said, "has got a br problem." But 
they were interrupted. John Daly and a 
group of his friends had come to visit the 


villa, Ali, with the happiest spirit, was 
soon charming the ladies. “Oh,” he said 
п response 10 a query, “my mother never 


ating killed in the 
“My baby's 


worries. 1 could be р 
ving, but she wouldn't worry. 
I right, shed be saving" And he 
winked at Tom Daly, John Daly's Lath 
with his 300 fights. t0 whom he had just 
been introduced. The phone rang. It was 
a reporter in New York, amd Ali с 
to him and made faces with his pi 
“Yes, 1 will rest a few months and let you 
look at me as the Champ and him as the 
tramp.” Laughter from the people near 
him. "No, 1 lave no plans. They're tulk- 
ing of giving me ten million dolls" —a 


vi 
straight look at John Da 


ahead. No. 1 have no plans to visit 
the White House, I'm going to visit 
the Black House right here and see the 
President of Zaire again and get my pet 
gorilla and take my little Joe Frazier 
home.” He waited for the Liughter and 
the next question. “You're asking 
was happy to get the title back in Africa. 
which is the home of my ancestors? Yes, 
I was happy, а good feelin: 
mean 100 much. Fd rather have done it 
n Madison Square Garden, because 
thavs where the real noubclievers 
that’s the veal fight crowd." 

ater, after company left and evening 
was falling on the Congo, Ali went out 
for a short walk, but was followed by so 
many black people waiting outside the 
villa for a look at him that he soon came 
back. The red bruise on his cheek had 
subsides The 
only sign he had been Ли is that 
he moved with an extra subtlety of an- 
ticipation, like a man who has been in a 
wreck amd does not know where pains 
will yet disclose themselves. He has 
1 pounding to the side of his body 
the top of his kidneys. In the privacy of 
his bathroom, doubiless he will wince 
and piss blood. That is the price after 
ay а fight 
Te was hi 


nd his face was unmarked. 


pride, of course, to show 


one of this. Feeling good, it was his 
happiness not to fail to oller happiness. 
So he paused at the door to his villa, as 
if he wanted to give the Alr i 
oubide more adequate recompense for 
the time they bad devoted. and he roared, 
“I can lick anybody you got. Give me 
your best, 1 y best fight 
The thin Blacks giggled. Those who 
understood a little English giggled 
mediately and the others took it up 
ripples of laughter as his words were 
translated. 
"Dor 
said AL 
A 1?-ycarold boy came out a 
shadowboxing the air f 
of him. "You think you got à chance, 
huh?" said Ali. "You're in trouble. 
You're in a Jot of trouble.” Не began 10 
spar with the 12year-old. who was [ast 
and knew a little about boxing, and Ali 
slowly sank to his knees and cried out, 
Um the one in wouble, He's too much 
for me." 
Everybody тол 


fight you 


m- 


e nothin 


ig but your 


та started 
е feet in. [ront 


td. Mi got up and said 
to the boy, "You whupped me today, but 
watch ош. I'm going to go home and 
acce, and then FH come back and 
whip vou." He saluted the сока and re- 
turned inside. 

One more it was time to leave. aud 
say goodbye and get ready 1o leave Africa 
Norman made his farewells 10 Alî and 
Belinda and had a last look of Ali 
stretched out on ihe greenvelveteen 
Borox sofa, his bare feet up on the colfee 
table, while Belinda, sitting across from 
him, was now in her 
tickling the bare soles of 
ing feet with a small ivory h; 
Farewell 10 Mi. 

Driving on the road back to the hotel 
for the list time, Norman kept passing 
groups of young boys jogging on the 
shoulder. He did not know if it 
brandnew phenomenon. but squad 
squad of young, adolescents were e 
there on the dark roads, and once һе 
most hit a few, they сапе up so suddenly 
in the lights. On the night he jogged with 
Mi—was it five nights 
afterward. “ИЛИ be a great experi 
you rememberii 


tun gi 


lamous fly 
k-scratcher 


was а 


ago, 


{ that you van w 
Champion just а few days before 
ht" amd he thought it 
heavy remark. at the time but had the. 
recognition now that it was just possible 

10 be tight once more— 
iming to think 


the 


of it fondly 
curren s 


There wis tre ne. It 


ble gening he 


эша come at Dakar, where a mob. con- 
vinced Muhammad Mi was on hoard, 
would tear over the vu ys of the 


port and surround the plane. There was, 
however, no sense of this on deparmre 
from Rather. there was relief. 
Rumors hail been passing thar Ali and 
his camp would commandeer the [light 
1t was nice to find out at the airline desk 


sha: 


that one's First Clas. seat was still in- 
tac. No small boon, To be trapped in 
the middle of three seats in Economy on 
the 19-hour flight from Kinshasa to New 
York with stops at Lagos, Accra, Mon- 
r had ıo be one of the in- 
timate clues life offered of sullering altcr 


death. It was one of the longest Hights 
lelt in the world, and sometimes one 
of the worst. Still. Norman liked it. A 
share of the action of Africa, legal and 
illegal. seemed to get on and off the 
plane: hunters and smugglers, engineers 
and tribal diels, black babies, and 
a mysterious white man i black 
suit, white shirt, black tie, who traveled 
First Class with а blackleather saichel 
in the empry seat next to him. The 


had been purchased. for the satchel 
and it was the only empty seat in the 


take 
later develop that the owner was à King’s 


is eyes oll the black bag? It 


excl ned in a fine hi; 


ish voice. "Thank God, 
ic" Were the contents 
aterial or secrets of state 


and the 
It was 
ight Norman knew that on any 


Were 
real crop prove 10 be diimonds? 


they crooks in costume 


the only f 
ne night could offer the visual im- 
pact of a Hitchcock film 

Besides, there was time to think, Hours 
10 think and hours to read. The boredom 
of a long flight could turn inside out 
1 ay to epiphany 
He had a few on the nip back. Events 
of the week enlarged the space he had 
prepared for them in his brain and 
he realized he might as well come to 
grips at dust with something he had 
wanted to avoid Irom the start—whidh 


was what to think of Mi and the Mus 
Jims. He had implicitly kept wait 
for c evidence thai АН wa a 


Black Muslim. nor really. and that was 
absurd. It was time to recognize that be- 
ing a Black Muslim might be the core of 
Ali's existence and the center of his 
strength. What was one to do about that? 
So he turned to the transeript of a speech 
made by Louis khan, natio 
resentuive of the Honorable El 
hammad on Black Family Day, 
to an audience of over 100,000 Blacks in 


the spring of this same year in which Mi 
would fight For n in the fall. He had 


and. remembered it not too well in the 
morning, more as а cogent, hard-driv 
piece of oratory tha its content. 
he thought to have а ranscript made. 

The transcript was what he now stud 
ied, and it was dear. When he finished, 
he thought he might have learned a 
more about Ali. 


So 


iule 


“When counsel asked where the alleged rape 
took place, Miss Thornton, counsel was referring lo the 
geographical location of the assault." 
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THE TWENTETH ANNIVERSARY | 


BOY 


CARTOON ALEUM 


Reading Entertainment for Men 


Just as PLAYBOY is different from all 
other magazines, Playboy Book Club is 
different from all other book clubs. It is 
a book club created by our editors for 
the sophisticated man of today with 


124 PLAYBOY'S 123 A PICTORIAL 
ILLUSTRATED HISTORY HISTORY OF SEX IN 
OF ORGANIZED CRIME THE MOVIES 

Richard Hammer Jeremy Pascali 


wide interests, discriminating tastes and 
a zestful life-style. 

In the pages of PLAYBOY we bring 
you the finest and most provocative 
articles and fiction by many of the 
world's most prominent writers. Now 
we will make available to you—at 
significant savings—what we consider 
the mostcandid, contemporary, 
swinging and thought-provoking books 
of permanent value published this year. 

And we'll offer you a wide choice 
of books atsavings up to 33 percent 
under retail prices. The best from the 
publishing world selected for you by 
PLAYBOY editors. 


110 INSTANT 
MILLIONAIRES 
Max Gunther, ed. 
(Pub. Price $8.50) 


122 SHARK SAFARI 
Capt. Hal Scharp 
(Pub. Price $9.95) 
Survivors relate 


Playboy's Choice, an illustrated 
monthly bulletin, will describe our 
editors’ selections. Your only obligation 
isto add as few as four Club Selections 
(or Alternates) to your library during 
the first year. (Sorry, but orders from 
outside the U.S. and Canada cannot be 
processed.) 

Remember, if you enjoy PLAYBOY. 
ycu belong in Playboy Book Club. Fill 
inthe application today—and embark 
with us on a reading adventure that 
knows no boundaries. 

Bonus: PLAYBOY'S GIFT PACK of 
three provocative paperbacks (a $2.85 
value) yours FREE for prompt action 


999 THE AMERICAN 
WAY OF SEX 

Peler Whittaker 
(Pub. Price $6.95) 


120 THE TWENTIETH 
ANNIVERSARY PLAYBOY 
CARTOON ALBUM 

Hugh M. Hefner, ed. 


[Pub. Price $18 95) 
Biggest, best, bloodiest 
Story of спте in America. 
16 Pages ın full color 
{Counis as two books) 


131 MORE JOY 
Alex Comfort 

(Pub, Pace $12.95) 
Daring, beautiful, 
picks up where The 
doy of Sex left off 
{Counts as two books) 


155 OIL 
Jonathan Black 
{Pub Price 68 95) 
Lusty. powertul, 
compeliing nove! of 
international intrigue. 


127 PLAYBOY'S WINE 
& SPIRITS COOKBOOK 


Thomas Mario 
(Pub. Price 517.95) 
Over 300 recipes in. 


full-color illustrations 
(Counts as two books) 


130 THE WAY THINGS 
WORK BOOK OF THE 
COMPUTER 

(Pub, Price $895) 
Wlustrated encyclopedia 
of information science 


959 GOLF MY WAY 
Jack Nicklaus 

with Ken Bowden 
(Pub Price $995) 
A-Z quide to improved 
gornng—tusrated 


997 THE GOLDEN SEA 


Complete story of 
underwater adventures. 
quant, deluxe volume, 
64 pages т full color 
(Counts as Iwo books) 


Introductory = 
offer: 
Choose any 
4 books for 
only $2.95 


(value up to $43.85) 
when you agree to become 
a member of Playboy 
Book Club 


and Clyde Jeavons 
(Pub Price $17.95) 
Unabashed rerun of liim 
erotica: racy text, 

300 unusual photos 
(Counts as two books 


126 ENCYCLOPEDIA 
OF GRAFFITI 

Robert Reisner 

and Lorraine Wechsler 
(Pub. Price $15 00) 
Over 5000 examples of 
uncensored wall writing 
(Counts as mo books) 


784 THE SEX BOOK 
Goldstein, Haeber! 
£ McBride 

(Pub, Price $12.50) 
Pictorial encyclopedia 
evolutionary" bestseller 


133 MASSACRE AT 
WINGED FOOT 


Drama and excitement 
of the U.S. Open 


121 THE BOOZE BDOK 
Ralph Schoenstein, ed. 
(Pub. Price $12.95} 
Greatest stones, essays, 
songs. cartoons, toasts 
to the joy of drink 
(Counts as two books) 


заа SHOW BUSINESS 
LAID BARE 

Earl Wilson. 

(Pub, Price $7.95) 
Sexual side of the 
entertainment world, 
X-rated anecdotes 


973 HIT #29 
Joey with Dave Fisher 
(Pub. Price 57 95) 
Nost intimate and 
appalling true account 
of a killer at work 


36 men who made i! big 
fast; how they did it 


986 LIKE IT IS 
Howard Cosell 

Pub, Price $8.95) 
Candid. controversial. 
sxoiosive, entertaining 


991 THE ODGS OF WAR 
Fredarick Forsyth 

Pub. Price $7.95) 
Bestselling novel of 
suspense, intrigue 


809 PLAYBOY'S 
HOST & BAR BOOK 
Thomas Marlo 

[Put Price $14.95) 
For the superhost— 
Mustrated 

(Counts as two books) 


950 THE TOWER 
Richard Martin Stern. 
(Pub. Price $7 95) 
Skyscraper inferno is 
Setting for tense, 
ripping novel 


and Samm §. Beker 
(Pub. Price $7.95) 
New slimming diet, 
bimiming exercises 


958 THUNDER LA BOOM 
Anne Steinhardt 

(Pub, Price $6.95) 
Mind-biewing, hilarious, 
erotic yet honest novel 
about bottomless dancer 


919 GETTING INTO 

DEEP THROAT 
ichard Smith 

ub. Price 58.95) 

Complete story af 

contioversiai fim. 

3 pages of photos 


attacks by sharks: 
100 photos, drawings 


325 WINNING TACTICS 

FOR WEEKEND SINGLES 
rancho Gonzales 

and Joe Hyams 

(Pub. Price $6.95) 

Unique advice on 

strokes and strategy 


128 THE SEXUALLY 
AGGRESSIVE WOMAN 
Adelaide Bry 

(Pub. Price $7.55) 

21 liberated females tell 
how they meet men 
and turn them on 


109 ALPHABET JACKSON 
Jack Olsen 

(Pub. Рпсе $7.95) 

Wild, hilarious, ribald 
exciting anc authentic 
Pro-football novel 


969 SUPER HANDYMAN'S 
ENCYCLOPEDIA OF 
HOME REPAIR HINTS 
At Carroll 

(Pub. Price $7.95) 
Hundreds of labor-saving, 
money-saving ideas 


117 THE PIN-UP 
Ralph Stein 

(Pub, Price $17 95) 
From 1852 10 now. me 
temale form divine— 

in sparkling text anc. 
200 extraordinary photos 
[Counts as two books) 


962 WAR 
A Photographic History 
Text by 

R. Leventhal 
(Pub. Price $16.95) 
All the wars the camera 
has ever seen 
(Counts as Iwo books) 


In-depth interviews with 
girls working in massage 
Parlors 


106 WINNING POKER 
SYSTEMS 


Norman Zadeh 
(Pub, Price $8.95) 
The first computer: 
derived strategy for 
raking in the pots 


981 THE TREASURE 
HUNTER 

Robin Moore and 
Harold Jenin, 
(Pub. Price SB 95) 
Fabulous, true story 
Of high adventure т 
search of booty 


эво HOW I WOULD 
PITCH TO BABE RUTH 
Tom Seaver with 
Norman L. Smith 

(Pub. Price $8.50) 

Best witing about 
great sluggers of 

all time—Wustrated 


M MY NIGHTS AND DAYS 
'Julle 

(Pub, Price $6.95) 
Intimate, frank, true. 

story ol call girl's career 


B63 THE ART OF 
SENSUAL MASSAGE 
Inkeles, Тойга 

& Foolhorsp 

(Pub, Price ST 95) 

Explicit photographic guide 


995 ALL THE 
PRESIDENT'S MEN 
Barnstein & Woodward 
and THE PRESIDENTIAL 
TRANSCRIPTS 
(CombinedPut: Price $11.40) 
The dynamite story and 

the secret Nien tapes 
(Both books count as a 
single selection) 


(Peb Price $19 45) 
Over 825 cartoons, 420 
în full color; huge. 

format, deluxe volume 
(Counts аз two books) 


967 THE COMPLETE BOOK 
OF CAR MAINTENANCE 
AND REPAIR 

John D. Hirach 

{Fub. Price $10.00) 

For the amateur who 

wants to save money 


906 "I MANAGED. 


GOOD, BUT BOY DID 
THEY PLAY BAD” 


baseball 
managers; Büunusual photos 


946 THE OECOY MAN 
Charles Whited 

(Pub. Price $7.95) 

True adventures of undercover 
cop— danger, brutality, drugs, 
sex, riors 

132 THE DOCTOR'S GUIDE 
TO TENNIS ELBOW. 

TRICK KNEE AND OTHER 
MISERIES OF THE 
WEEKEND ATHLETE 

Dr. Leon Root 
and Thomas КІ 
(Pub. Price $6.95) 


STI THE SWARM 
Arthur Herzog 

(Pub. Price S695) 
Giant bees attack 
cilies in tense novel 


960 YOU CAN PROFIT 
FROM A MONETARY 
стве? 

arty Browne 
(Pub. Prien $6.85) 
Survival it for economic 
Storms, runaway Bestseller 


A804-06 


Count as twa selections Publisher 


PLAYBOY BOOK CLUB 
Lemoyne, Pa. 17043 


Please enroll me as a member in the Playboy Book Club and 
send me the books whose numbers 1 have listed below. bi 
me only S295. 1 understand that some deluxe volumes count 


mailed in 
the coming 


Of Playboy s Ch 


g wani 


ите 10 allow mo at least 10 days lo decide if | 
Selechcn |. because of lale mail delivery 


ce. | should ever recewe a Selection without 


Se two Bolectiont Raving had the 10 day consideraven period. that Selection may 
— p--— be returned at Club expense for full credit 
1C il СО "Mf ey eiae a a menit isto accept tour Selections 
Ss or Alternates durng the coming. year от th ith 
1 understand that tor $295 I may choose booke worth as much offered My membership is cancelabie any time тапу, е5 
as S35 end that you will also send Playboy's Gift Pack of — mese four books 
Iree provocative paperbacks. a 5285 value, a» my Iree bonus Анн кик T 


for prompt action 


1 understand that you will send me Playboy's Choice, the 


charge is added to ап 


shipments 


Publication describing the Selections and Alternates, at three 

to four week intervals, together with a dated Members Instruc: МАМЕ 

поп Card which | may mail back. by the date shown on the = E 
card, to reject the Selection or to choose any of the Alterrates. ADDRESS SEs emu 
I understand that if | wish to receive the Selection. I do nothing АСОНЕ - 

апа и ми ре mailed to me automatically AFTER the date 

shown on the card. I understand that Playboy's Choice is CITY 


prices quoted are US. prices. 


Caradian prices may be slightly higher 
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died down. And one great leader and 
onc great group is now emerging on 
the black scene for the whole of 
black America to look at. And that 
leader . is the Hom ble Elijah 


id. 


Farrakh 
a family th: 


of themselves. They had to be on guard 
n to 
id. Louis 


against the elforts of the white 


turn them on one another, he sa 
Farrakhan began to list some Black m 
пук. First w: 
Clayton Pow 


to read: 


Adam Clayton Powell didn't wH 
you he was Jesus. He 
а friend of yours that wanted to do 
good for black people. But once 
they had isolated us from Adam 
Clayton Powell - . . they castrated 
him while we stood idly by, just 
looking. And it was only after Adam 
Clayton Powell was dead that you 
d I said, you know something 
Clayton Powell sure was a gre 
man. How come we can't recognize 
the greatness of men while they live? 
How come we have to wait until a 
is dead and gone before we rec- 
e what kind of man we 1 
my beloved black brothers 

te 


old you he was 


ve 


and sisters, I appeal to you this: 
noon 10 reason. Look at Huey N 
ton and Eldridge Cleaver. Many of 
you loved the Panther philosophy. 
You loved to see a young black 
brother stand up and challenge the 
system. They were beautiful broth- 
Beautiful men who wanted li 

on for black people. But Whitey 


spoke of the black 


s Marcus Garvey, then Adam 
1. We may as well take a 
full section from his speech. It is not hard 


there again infiltrated the Panther 
movement, and while many of the 
brothers and sisters were saying, 
"Right on, right on, baby! Kight 
on!” within the crowd was an agent 
of the United States Government 
planning the destruction of the P; 
ther party, You lived to see them put 
Huey and Eldridge against one 
other, bust the movement down the 
middle, and then break it up. And 
now they can talk about the Panther 
party because they destroyed it. Now 
they can talk about CORE and 
SNCG because they destroyed i 
Now they can talk about Rap Brown 
because my beautiful black brother's 
in prison, Now they сап talk about 
Stokely Carmichael because Stokely 
is out of the p , oh, there's 
who 


in the pic 
there's a black man in Ami 
time has not destroyed. 
black man in America who was hei 
in the Thirties, here in the Foi 
here in the Fifties, here in the 
tics. and now in the Seven 
Muhammad is still оп the scene 
and still going strong. (Rousing 


t has made Elijah Muhammad 
has causcd Elijah 
mmad to maneuver through 
nountains of hate and propa 
ganda? Don't you remember when 
they said we taught hate? Don't you 
remember when they said we were 
violen? Don't you remember when 
1 we were anti-Whitc, and 
n? And don't you re- 
member when you didn't want noth- 
ing to do w e Muslims? Don't 


“This looks like a good spot.” 


you remember? Don't you remember 
the time when you wouldn't be 
caught dead at anything given by a 
lim? Don't you remember? Oh, 
t act like you don't remember! 
it wasn't that long ago! J 
few years ago. Here seated before 
me are ambassadors from the United 
Nations. Here seated before 
scholars and scientists, edu 
people who would never come n 
you, what 
about a change im you? 
made you come here this aft- 
crnoon? It is because Elijah M 
ed hi 
gh the maze of con- 
. Elijah Mu- 
hammad with wisdom never took up 
the gun. He told his followers, don't. 
carry so much as a penknife, He said, 
do like I tell you and you will be 
successful. Elijah. Muhammad took 
the dope needle out of our arms, 
Elijah Mul d took the 
boule out of our h: 
Muhammad stopped us from throw- 
ing away our money on horse races 
and gambling. And he tokl us, Pool 


me are 
ted 


. And lets do construc 
at all of the other 
k groups and orga 
» destroyed by white power, by 
white deceit, by white chicinery com- 
ing out of Washington, D.C, now 
there is only one leader left, thei 
only one group left. And that one 
leader and that one group represents 
the hope of the | 

Ameri 


ns have 


Louis Farrikhan did not, of course, 
ention Malcolm X nor Martin Luther 
King. The Black Muslims had hardly 
mended every fence. Nonetheless, what a 
power had em Black America. IE 
they had long been the single lagest 
force in the prisons, so might they yet be 
the greatest civil force in black relations 
with America—farewell to the NAACP. 
Al ht not be built on whims 
and contradictions, as Norman had 
thought for so long, but on the firm prin- 
ciples of a collective idea, 

Whether it was an idea that would yet 
prevail and, if it did, bring more of good 
ge, who could begin to cs 
тогу pushed up " one 
¢ of 
of a 


d m 


nothe 
poke 
Marxist to thi the movement of 
the Black Muslims was first and foremost 
a historical offensive to forge for Blacks 
in America their own middle class. “А 
black man,” Farrakhan said, "who only 
knows how to make a baby but does not 
know how to protect that child, who does 


not want to feed and secure that child, 
is an enemy to the rise of the black 
man, . .. Until you and 1 learn to Jove 


our children enough to want to protect 
them with our lifeblood, then we can 
never be respected as a people. . . . Until 
the black man learns to take his mouth 
out of the white man’s kitchen, we will 
We've got to feed our 
shelter 


never be free. . 

clothe 
ourselves." One of his phrases could have 
served 150 years ago as the future credo 
of the bourgeoisie —"The marriage of 
wealth and wisdom equals power. 

If encouraged in their aims by the es- 
tablishment, the Black Mu: ns would 
bring the Blacks their share of the middle- 
class emoluments of the white, including 
the white sense of order. The contradic- 
ı was that the Muslims might yet find 
themselves willy-nilly a revolutionary 
vanguard, Especially if they were denied 
Besides. their movement was hardly free 
of many a complex alliance with the 
Arab world. What an unpredictable pot. 
No scenario would be too surrealistic to 
simmer in it. Let us peep in on Ali bring- 
ing peace to the Near East: “My dear 
Arab colleagues and my old Jewish 
friends," Ali зау. Black 
Kissinger. 

No. Norman had the uneasy intuition 
that sooner ot his 
Mi could change to the respect one felt 
for a powerful and dedicated enemy. No 
turn was 100 sinuous for the tricks of 
history and no dimension necessarily too 


oursely 


selves . . ЖУА 


we can hear 


for 


admiration 


ater, 


small for the future growth of Muham- 
mad Ali. They had bestowed upon him, 
alter all. a name with a great weight up- 
on it. The original Ali was the adopted 
son of the prophet Muhammad. Now a 
modern Muhammad Ali might become 
the leader of his people. Te was well for 
Muhammad Ali that he believed in pre- 
destination and surrender to the will of 
God. 

Norman’s thoughts were too general 
and he was full of champagne, misery, 
pleasurable recollections and lack of 
sleep. He slept. His dreams he did not 
When he awoke. 
my plane-issure-my-turf Southern tone of 
the pilot saying through the public- 
address system that he wished to assure 
his Pan American passengers there 
would not be any trouble at Dakar, 
but just in case, “ “cause, folks, I don't 
know where they got the idea, it was just 
arumor in Kinshasa, but the good people 
of Dakar are convinced that the Heavy- 
weight Champion is on the plane, and 
they want to see Muhammad Ali in per- 
son, so a bunch of them are out at the 
airport now. It's one in the morning 
Dakar, but out there on the runway they 
are sure he’s here on board. We're going 
to come in on one of the back runways 


remember it was to the 


and then maybe we cin discharge our 
outgoing and take on our incoming pas 
sengers via the airport bus. In any case, 
we're sorry for the delay.” 


But when they landed in that far-off 
secret. place at the other end of the ай 
port, the secret had been discovered. 
Even as they taxied, there was the sight 
of hundreds of people running toward 
them. The pilot cut his lights. gunned 
his motors and the plane trundled across 
the airport to another runway. Other 
people came running toward them. The 
pilot cut the motors. “Folks,” he said. 
"we've been instructed to sit tight for 
a while. If we keep taxiing, somebody 
out there might get hurt. So well just 
remain here for a spell. Everything will 
be all right.” 

In no time. the plane was surrounded 
It was the most peculiar situation. Police 
cars with red flashers on top and police 
cars with blue flashers kept driving slow 
ly into the crowd, and patterns of revolv. 
ing red and blue light flared in 5 turns 
and sp 1 
trucks drove up and hosed the crowd 

Drops 


als beneath the wings, and fi 


And the plane got wet as well 
ran down the windows. Sitting on the 
ground. all doors closed, the cabin was 
geting hot. The police cars had given up. 
The plane stood at the end of a runway 
surrounded by near to a thousand people 
and every spotlight in the airport was 
beamed upon them. Now the plane could 
not start its motors without incinerating 


WS 


part of the population of Dakar 
More people kept flowing out of the 
(concluded on page 196) 


Alive with M 
Newport 


Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health 
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PLAYBOY POTPOURRI 


people, places, objects and events of interest or amusement 


SKIN GAME 
A few years ago, if you came home with a tattoo, 
Dad would leave his own mark on your hide. 
Today, however, with Joan Baez, Peter Fonda 
and even Barry Goldwater sporting anatomical 
art, tattoos certainly don't carry the stigma they 
once did. So if you've got a design somewhere on 
your bod, you may wish to join the Tattoo Club 
of America, 112 West First Street, Mt. Vernon, 
New York. President Spider Webb will fill you in 
on all the details, which include a newsletter and 
info about social gatherings. Spider Webb? 
Wonder what his tattoos are all about, 


SAUCE FOR THE MICHIGANDER 
‘There are all kinds of fringe benefits when you're 
the nation’s Big Gorgonzola: going first class on 
Air Force One, toe-dipping in the Camp David 
pool and, of course, importing goodies from 
your home state to make life in the nation's 
capital just a little more palatable. And what 
has the great state of Michigan contributed to 
Gerald Ford's creature comforts? Tabor Hill, 
an obscure vineyard near Buchanan, whose 
Vidal Blanc 1973 is being served at all the best 
parties. Make that one more chili dawg, Jerry, 
and another tumbler of Tabor Hill. 


IT'S JUST THE GYPSY IN YOUR SOUL 


You've always wanted to chuck that mortgage and join a band of 
gypsies, right? Better sample the life before you burn your bridges: 
Cheval Voyage (8 Rue de Milan, 75009 Paris) will provide you with 
а gentle horse, brightly painted wagon, harness, map and some 
useful addresses and tum you loose on unsuspecting France for 
prices beginning at 750 francs (about $175) a week. Go any day 
from April to November and—voilà!—you' psy. OL course, 
for dinner the first night, you've got to steal a chi 


THE FACE ON THE BARROOM WALL 


If you're a frequenter of a local saloon, then you know there's 
nothing worse than a mirror behind the bar. What boozer likes to 
watch himself change into a bleary-eyed, bloodshot drunk? But a 
bar with a nude on the wall —ah, there's a reason to stay sober. 

So, for a mere $450 to $750 (including the frame), Karl Mann 
Studios, at 232 E. 59th Street, New York City, will custom-paint you 
a (3x4 or 4^x 5°) naughty lady in any style or pose. (Nothing too 
risqué, we hope, as your order must be placed through an interior 
decorator.) As they say in the barroom-nude biz, bottoms up! 


MAKING WAVES 
‘The Dynafoil may do to motorboating 
what the snowmobile did to dog sledding 
Basically, you'd have to call it a water- 
borne motorcycle, because that's how it 
handles. [t employs the same hydrofoil 
principle that causes those race boats to 
fly over the water at 100 miles an hour. 
The Dynafoil (881 W. 16th St, Newport 
Beach, California) costs $1995 F.O.B. the 
factory, goes 40 mph and can seat two con- 
senting aquanuts. And that should bring 
the score to Technology 15, Ecology 0. 


M-I-C-K-E-Y M-O-U-S-E 
And for something really Mickey Mouse: 
Mickey Math, the superstupendous $22.45 
ucry- powered calculator, guaranteed to 
make you rich, famous, more interesting 
and smarter or your money cheerfully 
refunded by JS & A at 4200 Dundee Road, 
Northbrook, Illinois. Originally designed 
for budding mathematical prodigies, 
Mickey Math is now available to ordinary 
executives like yourself. Best of all, it сап 
do almost anything those expensive models 
can. Ready! Set! Multiply! 


THUMP! OOH! 
THUMP! AH! 

Background music has a great 
deal to do with lovemaking. If 
you make love to the William 
Tell Overture, you'll probably 
finish too fast. If you do it to 
Verdi's Requiem, you'll probably 
never climax at all. But if you do 
it to a new album called The 
Ultimate Heartbeat ($6.98 from 
Syntonic Research, 175 Fifth 
Ave., New York, New York), 
chances are it'll be better than 
ever. Syntonic found that the 
sound of a female heartbeat 
improved sexual performance 
immeasurably. Primarily contain- 
ing low-frequency sounds, The 
Ultimate Heartbeat is unlike any 
other LP ever released. And 
wait till you hear the next one: 
The Ultimate Pacemaker. 


BREASTWORK 


Some are pointed, some are 

flat, some are big, some are small, 
some are firm, some are saggy. 
What are they? They're female 
breasts, 45 of them, all photo- 
graphed in black and white and 
contained on the glossy pages of a 
book called Profiles, by Baron 
Wolman. Softcover edition only 
is available at bookstores for 
$4.95. The hardcover edition, 
limited to 600, is signed and 
numbered, comes with imported 
Italian endsheets and tipped-in 
front-cover print and goes for $30 
from Squarebooks, 
Mill Valley, Califor: 
Each page of the book has one 
breast photographed in profile. 
Nipples included. No extra charge. 


CHECKING KITES 
The next time your girl tells you 
to go fly a kite, ask her to come 
along and help you get it up. The 
kite, that is, you pervert. And if 
you've got a Ghost Clipper like 
the one pictured here from Strat- 
ton Air Engineering (12821 
Martha Ann Drive, Los Alamitos, 
California), getting it up is a 
cinch. Unlike yours, though, her 
mainmast is 4" high (the hull is 

5’ from stem to stern) and there's 
no sanding or painting involved. 
Complete with silk sails, wood 
frame and cast-iron ballast, the 
Clipper is easy to assemble and 
goes for $29.95, plus $2.25 ship- 
ping. And, as we all know, once 
you do get it up, the rest 

is just a breeze. 
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ALL NIGHT LONG 


terminal building toward the plane, 
streaming across the endless asphalt acres 
of the airport. Cars with loud-speakers 


drove up to address them and then drove 
away. Now a passenger. bus anived and 
Outside. the crowd. 


shifted with rumors. Individuals broke 
off and ran when police cruisers would 
start their motors, Sometimes, like an ele- 
phant thrashing in its sleep, the crowd 
would shift a few feet in one direction or 
another, as if one of the rumors had 
moved through their leg 

“1 think," said the pilot's voice, "we've 
worked out а modus vivendi, The people 
out there don’t believe us when we tell 
them Muhammad Ali isn’t on board. So 
we've agreed to let a dele 
and search the plane. They won't 
commode anybody and it may enable us 
10 get going. Incidentally, w 
disembark all departing passe 


take on the new ones right after the visit 
of the delegation 

A cheer went up from the passengers. 
The stewardesses brought drinks, an 
emergency dispensation. 

Now the delegation came through. It 
was a fair sampling of the crowd, officers 
airport olhcials, workers, one 
an, cutthyoat, maybe twelve 
k people in the delegation. They 
n Economy by looking under 
seats and in the bathrooms, and by the 
time they reached the front were becom- 
ing unhappily convinced that maybe the 
Heavyweight Champion was mot on 
board. In First Class, Bob Goodman. 
ристе man for the fight, put 
a couple of pillows on hi nd 
covered Tu- 
hammad Ali is hiding here." he whis- 
pered to the delegation, and the sight of 
his pink round face delighted the first 
two black representatives to come up the 
aisle, and they made a large play of pe 
ing delicately under the blanket before 
they began to Laugh 

After the delegation left, passengers for 
got olf and new passen 


one 


ions 


hem with a red blanket, 


Da 
New York got on, all of them wa 
through an aisle of police at the bottom 
of the mobile stairs that went up to the 
door of the plane. Announcements on 
the negative findings of the delegation 
made periodically over Toud- 
and a part of the crowd started 
уе. A considerable number re- 
ned, They had been nicked too many 
times over 20 years, and over 
the last 2000 years, to believe a delega- 
tion. They knew Muhammad Ali was 
on the plane. 

A stewardess went out on the plat- 
form at the top of the mobile stairs and 
began to talk to the crowd in French. "We 
would be proud to have him here,” she 
said through am electric bullhom. "We 
would want him aboard. But he is not 


were 


the last 


(continued from page 193) 


on board. Je vous jure. Muhammad Ali 
n'est pas sur l'avion," 

‘The crowd looked 
moved. She was tall 
quimesential American honest, 
good-featured, strong, a hi ngy, and 
she would never reveal a sense of humor 
too quickly to strangers. The crowd heard 
her out in distrust. She was a representa- 
tive of the pow 


her. They hardly 
nd thin, with a 


Black ears hung on the revel 
American character to be heard in the 
vowels and consonants of her French, Be- 
sides, she was the only actor left 

Norman had gone out on the plat- 
form at the top of the stairs to get some 
ir. Since it was even hotter outside than 
in the cabin and smelled of old oil and. 
jet exhaust, he stayed only to listen to 
the girl. She looked at him and shrugged. 
“It docsn't seem to work," she said, look- 
ing down on the waiting faces below 

“May I make a suggestion?” 

^I wish you would.” 

ry to them that whether they believe 
you or not, they must know that the 
Champion of the world, Muhammad Ali, 
would never hide from his own people 


7s good," said the 


ork. How do you sa 


stew 


“Try lavabo." 
“Lavabo. Lavabo. 


She picked up the 


bullhom and delivered his thought, 
working gallamly at her French. He lis- 
tened fe while. “Muhammad Ali ne 


ut pas cacher dans la lavabo,” said the 
girl, “Ul est trop grande pour cela. Un 
homme trop large pour avoir peur. La 
Champion du monde qui avail le courage 
de battre avec George Foreman ne cache 
pas dans un lavabo quand il y a op- 
portunité pour dire bon jour à son 
peuple. IL vous aime. Vous ètes son 
peuple.” 

No, nothing much seemed to be going 
on. There was an air of dead disappoint- 
ment in the crowd. The ¢ g had 

і ich and now they were d 
r own sweat 
After a while, Norman w 
into the plane. 

Some few minutes late 
the crowd was, indeed, beginning то dis- 
perse. In another quarter of an hour, the 
stewardess came in and the stairs were 
removed, the airplane hatch was shut, the 
iotors Started up. Checrfully, the cap- 
n shouted through the Р.А. to the 
stewardeses, "Down, girls, we're about 
to roll.” 

They taxied and took off. Back in the 
gain, the stewardess who had been at 
the bullhorn came by and told Norman 
that she thought his idea had helped. He 
was sufficiently pleased to ask her name 
п that he was a writer and 
wish to put this episode in his 


ta 


piece. phe replied. “1 think I've got to ask 
a for permission." In a little 
while, Ws Ц and said, “He says it’s 
all right to tell you. My name is Gail 
‘oes. Mis, Richard Toes from Schenee- 
tady, based in New York. Toes like feet,” 
she added, with a slight stiffening of her 
diaphragm, as if her hus ght never 
know how much a gi to take 
the name. One of the other stewardesses 
passing by now stopped and said to her, 
1,1 was proud of you. Your French is 
getting real good." 

"Well, you got to work at something," 
id Gail Toes. She had much time on 
yovers in parts of Africa she knew little 
about, she explained, so she studied 
French. 

A little later, on the high trip over the 
Atlantic, with the lights out and most of 
the passengers asleep, Norman played a 
game with the stewardesses in their for- 
ward compartment. И was someth 
with five dice and many ways of count 
bonuses, and he w 
and lost by thou: 
to their amusement. 
sleep and had 


ag 
s not very good at it 
nds of points, much 

Finally, he went to 
few hous before they 
put down i York, and did not 
remember the game until some weeks 
Inter, when, thinking of it. he sent each 
of the girls an autographed copy of the 
softcover edition of Marilyn 


and ex 
presed the hope they would think his 
ty to write was somewhat 
n his flair for dice. 

cuart 


8 
Would you like more of an ending? 
Here is an African. tale. A tribal chief 
lent a sheep to a friend of Father 
Tempels. One moming, the sheep was 
found dead. A dog belonging (o the 
friend was found eating it. There was 
по evidence the dog had killed the sheep: 
indeed, it probably died in its sleep. Still, 
the friend, whose name was Kapundwe, 
ppened to be a chief himself, and he 
de reparations to the first chief. The 
animal, alter all, had been in his cıre. 
So he gave back not oue sheep but three 
nd added 100 francs. This luge re- 
was (o compensate the first 
f. properly, since that man felt he had 
suffered something more than the mere 
loss of an animal The shocking dis 


appea 
turbed his vital force. "His peaceful 
enjoyment of life" had been "wounded 


The payment, ıt 
rural rights to 
* Both c 
action perfectly 

We are speaking of the economy of 
mood. Maybe it is the only economy in 
the play of forces between those who are 
living and those who are dead. Of course, 
we will hardly know until an Afric 
comes emperor of the moon. 


was to recognize 
restoration of be- 
fs understood th. 


wans 


This is the conclusion of a two-part series. 
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THIS SEAIN (continued pom prae 116) 


somehow cleansed by the inciden 

And the more Arthur thought about 
it, the more he began to crave some such 
encounter. He would make a trip to 
Hiroshima, Word would spread of his 
arrival. There would be marching in the 
streets and a large banner: ARTHUR WISF- 
NER GO поме JUST NOW. 

His car window would be shattered. 
Someone would spit on him, Then, later, 
in the small hours of the morning, he 
would slink off to а brothel in some 
dingy quarter of the city and make love 
to a Japanese prostitute with a hideously 
scarred face. 


But none of this happened. Instead, 
there was only the problem of the stain 
tickets. Last October, Arthur's wife had 
sent a sports coat of his to the cleaners 
and it had come back with the following 
notice stapled to the polyethylene bag 
that covered it: 


We regret to say that the stain on 
this garment cannot be removed by 
our normal cleaning methods. Any 
further efforts on our part may do 
irreparable damage to the fabric. 


Arthur examined the sports coat. He 
could find no stain, The next time it 
came back from the cleaners, it bore the 
same notice, and still he could find no 


He visited the cle: 
following afternoon, taking 
long with him. There was 
hind the counter who wore 


ners il 


person the 
the jacket 
a lady be- 
her glasses 


on a chain around her neck. 

“Is all work done on the premises?” 
Arthur asked. 

"We like to give that impression, but 
as a matter of fact, no," the lady said. 
“It seems to make people nervous if they 
think their clothes are going to be carted 
off 1o some other place. 
"I don't want to go into that aspect 
7 Arthur said, "T just want to know 
where you send them." 

She gave him an address across town. 

It was a large authenticlooking building 
with several ground-level pipes emitting 
steam. Arthur asked to speak with the 
manager. A man appeared who definitely 
had food in his mouth but was trying to 
look otherwise. Perhaps he'd been caught 
unawares in the middle of a snack. 
Jes about this," Arthur said. He held 
up his sports coat, which, for no account- 
able reason, he'd rolled up tightly and 
tied with twine. He explained about the 
stain tickets. “It's very important that T 
talk with him,” Arthur said. “I want to 
find out exactly what the person who put 
the ticket on here does and does not 
know.” 

‘The manager explained that those tick- 
ets and all matters related to those tickets 
were the responsibility of the spot-remov- 
an. "But I could make an exception 
and take a look, if you want,” he said. 

“No, I've got to talk with him myself," 
Arthur said. "In private.” 

The manager explained that the spot- 
removal man no longer worked there. 


* Here's a golden oldie you'll dig— Beat Ме 
Daddy Eight to the Bar!” 


"His name's Earl," he said. "He quit two 
days ago and took a job selling quality 
infantwear." 

Arthur got Earl's home address, which 
turned out to be a trailer park, Earl, a 
man in his 30s who was wearing a shirt 
Arthur didn't ticularly like, answered 
the door. Arthur introduced himself and 
said, “It's going to sound like I've got 
some complaint about my sports coat, but 
that’s not it. I want to talk with you.” 

Earl asked him to step inside, gesturing 
toward the television set as Arthur en- 
tered. “Hollywood Squares,” he said. 
hardly ever watch i 

Arthur explained again about the s 
tickets. Then he unknotted th 
around his sports coat and shook it out. 
"I guess it's naive to bring this along, 
since, according to my theory, you 
ply using it symbolically. Anyway, I figure 
] might as well start at the beginning. I 
ned a doctorate in physics at the 
University of Chicago in the spring of 
1943. At the suggestion of the depart 
ment chairman, ] submitied an applica- 
tion to. 

Earl was staring at the jacket. “Wait— 
I remember this coat. ИЗ the one with 
the spot.” 

“What” 

He pointed to th 


left hand pocket. 
ht there. Irs kind of hard to see 
unless the Light's just right.” 

"Oh. Thar” Arthur examined the 
stain. “That's strange," he said. "I can't 
understand why 1 never saw it before. 
Ту personal guess would be guaca- 
mole," Earl said. 

Arthur stood up. "Well, I've got to be 
going," he said. 

“L thought you wanted to talk.” 

“No, not exactly. 1 mean, it’s nothing 
that couldn't w 


When he got home, he put the coat 
in his closet without taking another 
look at it. He was afraid that if he did, he 
would discover that the stain had some- 
how disappeared. 

However, at some point in the middle 
of the night, Arthur decided he was being 
ridiculous. He got а flashlight, went to 
the closet and examined the jacket ag 
The stain w on the pocket. 

The next morning. he awoke in good 
spirits, and it was not until lunchtime 
that the possibility occurred to him that 
geuing up in the middle of the night to 
look at his jacket might have been only a 
dream. In the end, he decided such a 
possibility was too remote to warrant an- 
other look. Still, it was dificult to account 
for the fact that what he now recalled 
seeing by the light of his flashlight was 
not an actual stain but only the word 
stain itself, written on the pocket in small 
neat letters with a red felt-tipped pen. 


s still the 


BWE DOG МОЙЄ continue om page 122 


stood unsteadily, dabbed at a bleeding 


cheek with his bandanna. "The old sailor 
shoved outa hand 
"Rodney." he said. 
ik Doyle." Doyle replied. “Pisses 
me off.” 
“Her, you mean?" 
“yep.” 


Go 
on back in and tell her to get stuffed.” 
“Гус got a mind to." D. 
“Youll catch the parade," Rodney 
said ay he walked away. hands in the 
pockets of his coat, a rolling gait, “if 
you hurry it up.” 

Doyle sighed. In the distance, some- 
where above him on the shining hill, 
he heard the blat of a tuba, thump of a 
bass drum. Russell Bird. his pipsqueak 
neighbor, he recalled, had played the 
flute for the Pittsburgh. Symphony. Was 


“Well, pull your finger out, lad. 


le said. 


that what Jen had seen in him? For 
three and a half years. right under his 
nose. while he. Doyle. except for a 


hooker now and then, had turned down 
every chance he'd had? He went up the 
hill as the parade came down with its 
whistles and bagpipes and marching 
bands, 

She would be a prety girl, he decided. 
Small. pert-nippled br cely round- 
cd butt, sweet little powder puff of a 
bush. Strapped to a long wooden table, 


perhaps. Legs spread on either side of 
a whizzing blade, One single, harsh, 
unyielding light. Evil men gathered 
around. 


He dozed in the R.V. until dusk, then 
broiled two steaks, ate them by candle- 
light, drank a boule of Burgundy, Nuits- 
Saint-Georges, There was traffic on the 
С.В. receiver now, mobile units retum- 
ing to base, trawlers returning to port 
Much of th » French. When 
there were transmissions im English. he 
was too embarrassed to break in. What, 
alter all, would he say? “Break, break, 
this is Blue Dos on Anguspoit Hill. Six 
hours ayo, I heard a gil call for help.” 
Maybe it had only been his own call for 
help. disguised and projected somchow 
through his set. 

Jen had been a childhood sweetheart. 
In spite of his size, she had called him a 
pussycat. He had known her since 
seventh grade. They had gotten along 
fine—at least he remembered their get- 


ting along fine—until sometime after he 
left the Steelers. She had loved being 
associated with the team, had never 
missed a game Whenever he played 


especially well. as he sometimes did, she 
got him into bed and worked him over 
until, by comparison, a game with the 
Packers would have been a relief. 


"God, Jen!” he would croak. 


. I love you!” she would «ту. 
! 


"Damn 
‘ou're ті! 
They had things in common. They 
1 books. He liked Fleming, MacLean, 
Dickeys Deliverance, She liked Updike, 
Roth, Bellow's Herzog. They listened to 
music through stereo headphones: he to 
popular. she to classical. She had never 
liked his job at the forge, had told him 


it paid too little, demanded too much. 
She thought he could do better, expected 
him to. He wanted more children, and 


they tried to have more. but she kept mis- 
carrying. one after another. During mo- 
ments of stress, he had tended to blame 
her for thar. 

"E just got bored," she explained 
the end. He thought she seemed edgy. 
don't know just why, Jack. You were busy 
a lot I just got so I didn't сте a 
more.” 

Sitting at the dinette, he emptied his 
pockets of the numerous pamphlets and 
fliers he had received during the after 


De- 
drift in 


which had, 
a discovered 


nore 


cember 17 
а nearby harbor, decks and cabins awash 
with blood. A lone Susanah 
Buckler, told authorities the ship had 
been attacked by savages. 
amn righ,” Doyle sa 
things happen.” 
When he found his ticket to the 


survivor, 


d. “These 


When you've got it, you show it 
we've got it.. 


e every drop is eight years old. ` 
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carnival burlesque, he held it to the Tight. 
ADMIT. FREE TO Ri Low's HIA- 
waa, WORLD FAMOUS DANCE 
or THE тотем то. He had seen Bi 
fellow's bus on the Portland-to- Yarmouth 
ferry, imagined ап unsavory perform- 
nce: some old, baggy cunt doing the 
bump and grind, At his age, it depressed 
im to realize he would almost cert 

d up taking it in. 


ONE 


read. 


inly 


The carnival, set up in a field 
the waterfront, was an explosion of light 
nd sound. Doyle was dazzled by it. He 
"dered mesmerized from booth 1o 
booth, ride to stepping over cables 
from the portable generators, smelling 
popcorn and fat. 

The hucksters called hi 

lle at a moving target the size of a 50- 
cent ll stufled panda, 
which thenceforth he carried with him, 
tucked under one arm. At anoth 
cession he watched a flat disk spi 
predicted correctly through which of its 
ny holes a trained mouse would run 
10 get a piece of corn. Perhaps his luck 
ch He rode the Ferris wheel. 
It carried him to its highest point and 
stopped, with his pi sitting 
beside ging gently back 
and forth, he looked through a damp sea 
breeze to the harbor, where, flooded with 
light, the replica schooner rode at her 
moorings. In the old days, with primitive 
tools, men had designed and built such 
ships. 

Here 1 am, he thought. Here we are. 


w 


ing a 


fellow was fa warthy man. 
in buckskins who stood at the entrance 
of his decaying tent, flanked by gaudy 
posters the color of rouge. There 
only one way. Doyle decided, that a man 
of such average size could have gotten 
such a name. 

i gave me 
ing it over. 

Asshole," Bigfellow muttered 

Doyle loomed over him. "What 
that?" he said. H r now. A ride 
called The Octopus had started up n 
by: whirl and grind of machinery, cen- 
1 screams... - 

"p was drunk this afternoon,” Big- 
fellow shouted over the din. “I gave out 
too many of these. Give me а buck, will 
you, buddy? That's only half the regu 
price. You won't be sorry. Do me a favor, 
C 

Annoyed at being hustled, neverthe- 
les, Doyle produced his dollar and 
slipped inside. Here, under dim yellow 
it. morosely on rows 


d- 


ticker,” he said, h 


rd to he: 


ists sake!” 


light. a dozen men 
of wood benches facing а low platform. 
The platform was empty except for a 
varnished clothes tree to which a note 
had been pinned. Doyle, squinting, man- 
sed to read this message scrawled in 
purple ink: TOTEM POLE, HIAWATHA BACK 
soon. Groaning, he took his panda to a 
middle bench. 

"Come for 
mat 

The old British sailor had been si 
alone, slumped in the last row. Now 


the tit show, did you, 


he lurched up. came forward, took his 
place next to the panda, produced a 
fifth from under his coat. 
"Have a swig?” 
Doyle did not hesitate. 
ath 


a teenager in 
moccasins. . ~» 

long thick 
ni, vulner- 
1 Doyle. at the edge 
stantly in lov 
vove the 
platform, ched The 
Sheik of Araby. Hiawatha moved seduc- 
tively but never smiled. 

She can't be more than 16, he thought 
Don't they have laws? (And where was 
Sarah? Showing herself to a bunch of 
old fa some jemy.built stage in 
Oregon?) Just to the left of the panda, 
Rodney nodded, eyes closed. Doyle 
helped himself to the fifth, It was not 
until just before the intermission th 
he noticed the bruise on Himwatha's 


braid, fr 


able, unprol 


of his seat, 


The bruise was the size of a man's 
hand, purplish, angry. just above the 
elbow. Having played three times, the 
record finally stopped and the audience 
applauded. Hiawatha, in G string and 
pasties, went through a tent opening 
to Bigfellow’s bus parked alongside. 
Doyle. spurred by an impulse, staggered 
up. "I'm here!" he called. “If you need 
me!" Rodney caught the serape, pulled 
n back to the bench. 

She's the one,” Doyle whisp. 
know she is.” 

The sailor ignored him. 

“That son of a bitch Bigfellow's got a 
C.B. receiver in his bus" Doyle went 
on. “I saw the antenna when we came 
over on the ferry. Listen to that n 
out there. that Octopus or whatever it 
That's what E heard behind her trans- 
mission. He was drunk earlier tod 
he said so got а fresh bruise 
on her arm. He was probably working 
her over. God only knows what he did 
to her. She's too young to be in a show 
like this. He's probably kidnaped her 
and she's too scared to s; ing. She 


ed. "I 


se 


sisted, 


What do you 


During the Bigfellow 
collected а Һана ls Doyle ; 
at him as he passed. "You boys 
seen nothin’ yet." the swarthy huckster 
promised. “That little lady is just getting 
warmed up." What kind of terrible 
ng? Bigfellow, indeed. What 
was he capable of 
‘The music b 


ed: 


Hank Wil 


the stage. Her breasts, small as peaches, 
joggled sweetly; firm white bottom, pult 
of hair. . . . Doyle groaned, clutched his 
panda to his chest. 

"Come on, boys, step right up," Big 

fellow hawked. "Look all you want, but. 
keep your hands to yourselves.” 
The audience crowded the platform, 
ed under the music (“Poor оГ Кам 
Liga, he never got a kiss . . ."). The 
bruise was terrible close up, Hiawatha's 
only flaw. She caressed the clothes tree, 
played with its pegs (“Poor ol” Kaw-Lig 
he don't know what he missed . . At 
dance, as if the end had 
heen preordained, she stood in front of 
Doyle himself and modestly opened her 
legs ("Is it any wonder that his face is 
тей... 2) 

"I'm right here," he croaked, unable 
to look. "Old Blue Dog, remember? If 
you need help, just give me a call." He 
thoi 


the end of h 


ght she smiled. Then Rodney took 
him gently by the arm 

С te,” the old sailor said 
"Let's go out and air off a bit." 


ome on. n 


Before leaving the after Rod 
ney had gone away, Doyle called the 
police. He got the captain on the phone 
and explained his theory, how it all 

ster 


added up. He had even spotted a 
not far from the rent, which said that if 
people were thirsty after the show, they 
should go to Lucille's for a shot and a 
beer. The captain satisfied Doyle that he 
would keep an eye on things. The carni- 
val was expected to go on all night 

The hill seemed. steeper on his way 
back up. He climbed its deserted streets 
slowly. By the time he let himself into 
the R.V., he was out of breath and his 
heel cord ached. The US.A.F. pilot 
had used the call sign “Poppa Wolf." 
Over the toilet he had stenciled a quote 
that read: LIVING WELL 15 THE BEST RE 
vence. Doyle always smiled when he 
saw it. 

You stay here.” he said. and he set the 
panda in the tub. 

It took him an hour to get ready to 
roll. He disconnected the hookups, bat 
tened things down. When at list he sat 
in the driver's seat, letting the engine 
warm up, it was as if he were poised at 
the edge of a volcano, the orangered 


swirl of the carny molten below him. 
ad 
"UO he sid. 


"There's supposed to be a good y 
between here and Halifa 
switching on the C.B. receiver, listening 
to its hum. Tomorrow he would sce love- 
ly sights, asters in the autumn fields, 
meadow rue in the swales 

Jen, he thought, eyes brimming. For 
Christ's sake, Jen. 

He blew his позе, put the В.У. in gear, 


began to move out. He moved out slow 
ly. so her china cups would be safe in 
the on-board cabinets where he had 


placed them. 


Why your bartender always 
makes a great Gimlet. 


WEST INDIA SWEETENED 


LIME JUICE 


RECONSTITUTED 
30% SUGAR ADDED 


DISTRIBUTED BY SCHWEPPES U.S.A. LTD. 
PRODUCED FROM IMPORTED CONCENTRATE 
UNDER LICENSE FROM 


Л 


ST ALBANS ENGLAND & THE WEST INDIES, 
ESTD 1865 


Because he uses Roses Lime Juice. Asa matier of fact, 


practically every good bartender in the world does. So if 
you want your gimlet to taste as good as your bartenders, 
always use Roses. 

Heres how he does it: Stir together one part of Rose's 
Lime Juice and 4 to 5 parts gin, vodka or white Puerto 
Rican Rum. Serve ice cold, straight up or on the rocks. 

Rose’ Lime Juice. For great gimlets. 
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SEX IN CINEMA-FRENCH STYLE 


that continues to this day, encouraged by 
a fuzzy 1973 Supreme Court decision 
Giscard paid more attention to others" 
views, having learned from а Sepremt 
1971 poll conducted by SOFRES, France's 
leading opinion testers, that 51 percent 
of the general ри d 75 percent of 
favored the easing of 
film-censorship laws. Almost before the 
ink had dried on the SOFRES report, 
Giscard jounced that. French movie 
censorship was finished. 

Though an aide hastened to exp 
that the president had been referring 
primarily to political censorship. G 
card's subsequent deeds—both public and 
private—have pegged him as a man who 
believes in joie de vi whatever cost. 
Kennedylike, he is а 
executiv 
bon vi sists that what he does 
ter office hours is nobody's business but 
his own. He mainta helor apart 
ment in the Elvsé official resi 
dence of Fr 


пз a ba 


lace. 
h presidents, while his wile 
and children. live elsewhere. According 
to the prestigious daily Le Monde, he 
will often disappear lor an entire week- 
end, leaving a sealed message with mem- 
hers of his stall so they can locate him in 
case of a national emergency. 
Show-busincss азис people raih- 
than bureaucats are known to be 
card's preferred companions. Phrases 
ich as I1 court le. jnpon have appeared 
in print. quite literally and unequivocal- 
ly suggesting that he “chases. petticoats. 


(continued from page 16) 
Gossips drop the names of prominent 
actresses, models and at least one well- 
known female photographer. Such hints 
of potential scandal erupted into the 
morning news alter a long night last Sep- 
tember, when Giscard d' g allegedly 
shed a borrowed Maserati into a milk 
truck at five Ам. Despite vehement of- 
Is of the accident. rumors per- 
sisted that the car was the property of 
film maker Roger Vadim—one of the 
most celebrated French swingers since the 
Marquis de Sade—and that the truck. 
driver had gone home with a pocketlul 
of hush money. 

Whether 


storys mue or false, 
ily a man of the world— 
one who would not find. Emmanuelle 
brand of eroticism too rich for his blood. 
In fact, 11 seconds were cut from the 
film—one ped out of a scene de- 
g хаці сис smoking by а 
night-dub performer, another from a 
sequence h Emmanuelle is bug- 
gered in public by the winner of a boxing 
match, Yet no movie has been altogether. 
banned since the appointment. ol Gis- 
card’s suave minister of culture, Michel 
Guy, who has the final say about censor- 
ship of all films released in France, which 
arc first submitted 10 the official Com- 
mission de Contróle. 


1 ci 


picti 


Still operative, with or without fangs, 
the Control. Comm 
tional maze staffed by profession 
people, representatives of gov 
ministries, provincial mayors, cler; 


ion is an org 


“Boy, is she stacked!” 


and behaviorologists. OF the 78 mem 
bers—61 men and 17 women—90 percent 
are 55 or older and boast the kind of cre 
dentials that rate a listing in Who's Who. 
"The commission's decisions have litle 
legal fo terms of protection against 
arassment. Approved films may be—and 
gcd by local offic 


often 


by an outraged private citizen. 
which leaves the French in a 
quandary roughly comp 


jumbo American size. A complex system 
of recommendations forbids some films 
to minors under 13, others to minors 
je chock-full of sex 
be OK'd with these 
words of warning: Not recommended 
for sensitive persons (р 
ing those of delicate sensitivity, whatever 
their age). Iu considering each work, dis- 
tinctions are drawn between erotic films 
of discernible aesthetic quality and those 
the commission blithely labels la fesse aw 
métre, or “ass by the yard. 

Taboos do exist: French sex films stay 
fixed in the realm of soft-core—where 
erect. male genitals. “established penetra- 
tion" and male homosexual relations are 
subject to a policy might be called 
penis non gratis. But this, too, is chang- 
Male genitalia, whether rigid or Ilac- 
were impermissible in roto until 

when British director Li 
. - scored а Пум. There 
alter. Bertrand Вібег Les l'alseuses 
selíconsciously let it all hang out 
even implied an instance of am 
buddy-buddy rape between its male pro- 
tagonists (Patrick. Dewaere and Gerard. 
Depardieu). In. Vadim's newest film, La 
Jeune Fille Assassinée (The Murdered 
Girl), something that looks like 
cled erection is plainly visible. Vadim, a 
pioneer creator of sex symbols (begin- 
ning with Bardot), cl the time is 
long past when frankness about love 
and croticism can be considered. shock- 
ing. He feels that ch film makers 
still have a long wa > and declares 
himself personally “fed up with being 
imposed upon by prod 
ter whar subject, for no matter 
reason." His Jeune Fille, starring Lui 
magazine cover girl Sirpa Linc opposite 
Vadim himself, is a sexually spiced mur- 
der mystery somewhat in the manner of 
Hollywood's classic Laura. 

Imported porno of Deep Throat or 
Behind the Green Door imensity never 
opens in P. nd has yet to face a 
scrious test against. France's censors, who 
would rather delay that confrontation 
indefinitely. Meanwhile, both. films have 
1 shown repeatedly in nual 
at the Cannes Film Festi- 
| where outright raunch from every. 
where usually plays in sidestreet theaters 
to S.R.O. audiences—a practice that offi- 
cialdom blinks at, since the purpose of 
such screenings is ostensibly private and, 
under festival auspices, to hustle non- 
French forcign buyers. Which actually 


n- 


sumably me 


cid, 
1969, 
Anderson's 1f . 
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means—entry limited to anyone with the 
price of a ticket who can fight his way to 
an unoccupied seat or a square foot of 
space in the aisles. 

The most hotly debated—and unre- 
solved—censorship issue in French movie 
circles at present is the question of 
financial aid to the industr om a 23 
percent to 24 percent tax collected at 
the box office on every film in distribu- 
tion, 14 percent of the total take goes 
back to movie producers lor reinvestment 
п new productions. But Culture Minis- 
ter Guy's controversial. thrce-point. pro- 
gram for handling screen. violence aud 
pornography proposes: (A) a radical soft- 

Cults, (В) strict 
control of posters and (C) strict control 
of funds . . . "which benefit pornographic 
and violent films.” 

Guy argues that sex films per se are 
usually cheaply made and highly profit- 
able and require no governmentsane- 
tioncd tax breaks to gi псе their 


ng of censorship foi 


ال 


future. His opponents—virtually the 
entire movie profession—see this “eco- 
nomic censorship" as punitive, a measure 
fraught with frightful possibilities Гог 
the future. One day, they argue, there 
may be a more upi 
Control or a minister less liberal than 
Guy himself—one who may not discern, 
in cutting off Support Fund francs 
for porno, that a Last Tango or an 
Emmanuelle is appreciably different from 
such French ticklers as Sexually Yours, 
Hot Sex or How to Enjoy Being an 
Intelligent Cuckold. 

The new erotic films have provoked 
some pretty volatile controversy within as 
well as outside the industry. Actress 
Marika Green, the lissorne blonde who 
plays Emmanuellés favorite archaeolo- 
and sex object, reports her reception 
at а formal film-industry dinner: "When 
I arrived with a delegation from Em- 
manuelle, we were hissed and booed by 
colleagues . . . which seemed to me cruel, 


“Gosh, Babs, you certainly know the quickest 
way Lo a man's heart!” 


very unprofessional. They envied our 
success, 1 suppose . . . it's only huma 

Trailing Emmanuelle, but generally 
considered miles ahead of it aesthetically, 
Polish-born director Walerian  Borow- 
yk's Immoral Tales is a boxoffice hit 
as well as the most critically acclaimed 
and significant French Jangua 
since Luis Bufuel’s 1930 milestone of 
crotica, L'Age d'Or. T! alistic 
four-part movie treats ike 
excerpts from the Oxford. Classics. Fol- 
lowing an amusing introductory displ: 
of pornographic objets d'art, the action 
begins with a Tale in which, at an iso- 
lated shore, a 20-y reaches 
his 16-yearold cousin to give head, 
timing his climax mystically with the 
coming tide. What follows are a teenage 
masturbation fantasy, a Ith Century 
lesbian orgy staged by an evil countess 
(played by Paloma Picasso, danghter of 
the Picasso) who bathes in the blood of 
i n incredible showpiece 
a Borgia—who gives birth 
to a child conceived dwing an unholy 
sexual union with her father, Pope Al- 
exander VI, and her brother the bishop. 

Religion. generally considered a risky 
topic by the best Ù. S. pornographers, 
appears to he fair game among film 
makers in Catholic France. The pre- 
vailing attitude is summed up by André 
Pieyre de Mandiargues, a highly esteemed 
hor who wrote the porno short pref- 
acing Immoral Tales: “To shock is as 
modern today as to preach at the time 
of the Crusades.” (It may be rele 
and it’s cer 
the past year or so, the 
chortled over. two 
volving churchmen. First 
Catholic dinal was found dead in 
a nightclub dancer's apartment, then 
а 57-year-old bishop died of apparent 
heart failure in a hotel frequented by 
prostitutes.) 

The current success in Paris of Bu- 
у, brilliant Ze Fantóme de la 
must be more than mere co- 
out the 
social 


arold hero 


world as one of cinema's gn 
s, the ear-old Bu 


Le Fantåme, w 
keynote of a scene about a group of lewd 
traveling monks—who repair to a young 
lady's room at an inu to play poker. us- 

gious medals for chips. The film's 
sexy shticks are even funnier and a 
ural extension of Bunuel’s lifelong 
bale with hol n-ıhou authoritar- 
ianism. Sa sure for me 


s he, 


out salt.” 

Another of the recent outrageous cn- 
tries, Grandenr Nature (Life-Size Doll), 
offered no offense to picty but carried 
automation a bit beyond some critics’ 
blc bounds. Balding, Iate-!Oish 


Michel Piccoli—who might sooner pass 
for a shoe salesman or a bank teller than 
for the major French star and hard- 
working sex symbol he happens to be— 
played a man with a fix on an amazingly 
realistic female mannequin that could 
and did, satisfy his every need 

The naughty New Wave of French 
cinema is bound to meet opposition, and 
some of the loudest dissenting voices sug. 
est that all this sexual hanky-panky may 
just be the opiate of the masses, seduc- 
tively disguised. Georges Scguy, influen- 
tial chief of the Communist labor unions, 
declares: "Degradation of morals in 
books, the press and in films leads to 
. We, therefore, must fight 


Lascis 


st it.” 

Séguy is answered by film maker 
author Alain Robbe-Grillet, who wrote 
Last Year at Marienbad before. pic 
himself. Robbe-Grillets 
recent movies, in the opinion ol his de- 
tractors, have become less and less artistic 
ore and more 


up а megaphot 


as they have become 
erotic. His 1974 Glissements Progressifs 
du Plaisir (Gradual Glidings of Pleasure) 
was followed this year by Le Jew avec le 
Feu (Playing with Fire), with Jean-Louis 
Trint t. Anicée Alvina and Emman 
nelle's Sylvia Kristel in the kinky story 
of a banker's daughter who is kidnaped 
and taken to a brothel where wealthy 
their favorite fantasies 


clients indu 


in а Gothic room, a torture chamber, a 
пин cell, etc Erotic. films, to Robbe- 
Grillet. mark “the slow but certain rise 
of a new generation," and he mocks the 
orthodox left (Communist or otherwise) 
for its closet. puritanism: "As far as the 
flesh is concerned, if it is not sanctified 


by the class struggle, then it remains 
subjected to a kind of. condescendi 
smile which we must call censorship." 
Pleasure is his business, insists Robbe 
Grilles, in effect scorning militants of 
movement: “I was reproached for hav 
hired. good-looking. girls as actresses. It 


seems this is phallocratism. To please 
s lib, oue would have to choose 
women as unatiractive as possible and 
photograph their faces amd bodies in 
Such a way as 10 make them опий 
horrible: That would be feminism! W 
a funny thing.” 
Masculine or feminine, beautiful or 
g or old, star or su 


won 


merely passable. you 


ictors show deep 
reluctance to shed their dothes and inhi 
bitions for an important role. Romy 
Schneider, one of the most luminous sex 
goddesses of the moment, resurrected her 
g career to become one of France's 


perstar, few French f 


box-ollice. champions as a svelte seduc 
s made five films in ten 
" from the murderous 
black comedy Le Trio Infernal (with 
Michel Piccoli) to the romantic drama of 
L'Important. C'est d'Aimer (The Impor- 
tant Thing Is to Love)—and seldom gets 
ı the last reel without a nude 
scene. Such big-name performers as Alain 


tress, R 


throu 
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Wild Turkey Lore: 


In 1776 Benjamin Franklin 
proposed that the Wild 
Turkey be adopted as the 
symbol of our country. 

The eagle was chosen 
instead. 

The Wild Turkey 
later went on to 
become the symbol of 
our country’s finest 
Bourbon. 
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Delon and Annie Girardot don't quibble 
about total nudity for a romp at the 
beach in a psychological thriller called 
Shock Treatment—which 
compared to an American movie 
say, Paul Newman and Shirley Mach. 
cavorting tout nu just for the hell of it. 

In Bardot county, as everywhere else, 
sex appeal in some degree has always 
been the sine qua non of screen stardom. 
Mireille Darc (Delon's offscreen inamo- 
а as well as his co-star in Icy Breasts) 
France's favorite blonde—whose eve- 
ig gown with a peekaboo derriei 


ёте was 
a highlight of the hit comedy The Tall 
Blond Man with One Black Shoe and 
sequel, Le Retour du Grand Blond. 
Nathalie Delon (Alain’s former wife) 
makes nudity a habit in such steamy 
gambols as The Monk and Vous Intéres- 
sezvous à la Chose? (Ате You Interested 
im IU). Though glamorous Catherine 
Deneuve depends on sheer beauty (and 
those Chanel ads) 
exhibitionism to stay on top of the hea 
l'époque érotique nonetheless makes de- 
mands. To publicize Zig-Zig (the title 
taken from the word Gls used during 
World War Two to ask mesdemoiselles 
for a lay)—in which she is teamed with 
Bernadette Lafont as a night-club song- 
bird and occasional hooker—Dencuve 
posed for journalists in Pigalle in front 
of Fsmeralda's Frotic Saloon, a local den 
of iniquity where parts of Zig-Zig were 
shot. 

Among the relative newcomers who 
have learned that a bit of timely strip- 
ping may augment their acting talent 
to advantage are ambitious, exquisite 
fashion model Aurore Clé at (the most 
promising new face in Louis Масэ 
Lacombe, Lucien) and petite Brigitte 
Ariel (who went from the title role af La 
Méme Piaf into Otto Preminger's Rose- 
bud). Both are probably happier with 
their Jot than Anne Libert, known to 


a coterie of admirers as "the Bardot of 
porno,” is with hers. Anne's list of soft- 
month long 


core film credits reads like 
orgy and hardly requires р 
tion: Sex à la Barre, Les Ardentes, Club 
Privé, Bananes Mécaniques, Le Rallye 
des Joyeuses and Les Expériences Ero- 
tiques de Frankenstein. “There is not a 
single one I am proud to have made,” 
Anne declares vehemently. “Those who 
make them are known directors who 
change their names to shoot films of 
bad quality. Sometime I'd like to ask: 
Shouldn't we actors change our names, 
too, when we play in your films? | dream, 
finally, of acting in an crotic film which 
wouldn't be only a pretext for exhibit- 
ing a naked girl in all positions. To 
make love really is not so photogenic 
nd they use ‘specialists’ for the mes 
daring scenes, the same people who pose 
lor the obscene photographs sold in 
Pigalle. 
An 


най: starlet їп 


Anne's sentiments about the briefca 
nd-raincoat crowd in a few well-chosen 
words that actors from Montmartre to 
tusalito would undoubtedly drink to: 
can play in the nude if it is necessary 
for the movie . . . but not if it is only 
necessary for the man sitting alone in a 
theater 
Dark-eyed, articulate Anny Duperey, a 
ng stage-and-screen actress cast oppo- 
Paul Belmondo in Stavishy, 

t stronger stand. "M: 
directors now feel compelled to include 
sex scene, necessary or not. This trend is 
a catastrophe for cinema. If Emmanuelle 
were good, all right, But because i 


prudishnes 
very differently about Contes Immoraux, 
which is very sensual . . . more than 
sexy, with a sense of flesh. You can see 

‚ feel it" 

Every discussion of cinematic sex is 
reduced at last to te of quality: 
While bad-to-mediocre taste should not 
be suppressed, most people in the 
dustry agree, good taste is better. Direc- 


in- 


tor Michel Drach, who scored an 
international hit with his tender, 
erotic Les Violons du Bal, has been pol- 


ishing up a new movie titled Parlez-moi 
d'Amour. Drach's femme star іп th 


ndrea Ferreol, who will appear 
her most expansive display of 
voluptuousness since she separated the 
men from the boys in La Grande Bouffe. 
“Mine is not an erotic film, however," 
says Drach. "Perhaps I would make one 
sometime, because ses mportant 
rt of life. But no porno, which has be- 
come an obsession here. Today every 
French movie begins with removing a 
pair of trousers, yet there's no genuine 
rotic sensibility. You sce famous ac- 
tresses over 40 tearing off their clothes, 
doing incredible things. If you copy that 
fashion, you become unfashionable i 
one year, And the real French porno is 


is an 


so sad... you sleep, zzezz 
Whether le sexy cinema will go from 
wicked to worse or on to bigger and bet- 
ter things, no one can say for sure. But 
no one can call the French quitters. “The 
wave will grow, because its the first 
time we have had a climate so perm 
s director Michel Mitrani, whose 
Guichets du Louvre. (Black Thursday 
a the U.S.) is a sensitive World War 
iscence that places him well 
outside the ranks of porno peddlers. “So 
many people are going to erotic movies, 
it is worrisome. Right now they are 
attracted by eroticism . . . perhaps to- 
morrow they will want violence, the next 
y. politics." 
Meanwhile, Emmanuelle director Jaec- 
kin is well into The Story of O, an 
expensively produced. version of the de- 
finitive sadomasochistic novel, which will 


Two rei 


introduce delectable Corinne Cléry, for- 
mer model, brand-new candidate for 
sex stardom. Jaeckin sounds untroubled 
by second thoughts about the avalanche 
of erotica he helped unleash: "Pornog- 
raphy, for me, signifies vulgarity. I 
watched ten minutes of Deep Throat. 
This kind of film bores me. Emmanuelle 
is absolutely a film érotique. . . . Though 
I regret it was not a stronger story. 
there's not a single pornographic scene." 
What docs Jacckin call pornographic? 
nes his terms pungently: “There 
gs very beautiful and things very 
fart can be pornographic, a fart 
be erotic. Story of O ue 
Т dream of discovering 


cannot 
histoire d'amour 
an O in my life... . | would be madly 


in love with à woman identical to her, 
capable of giving herself thus, with such 
passion.” 

Militant feminists might raise an eye- 
brow at that, though women have been 
known to change their minds. Sylv 
Kristel, widely quoted as declaring she'd 
made her first and last excursion into 
crotica ("What can you do for an encore 
after Emmanuelle? Besides, erotic films 
are boring"), will definitely appear in a 
sequel titled L’Anti-Vierge (Anti-Virgin). 
About to begin under the direction of 
glamor photographer Fi Giacobetti, 
L'Anti-Vierge will describe nuelle's 
attempts to share her own high-level 
sexual vibes with a novice. 

Le Chaud Lapin (The Hot Rabbit)— 
а new release by youthful director Pascal 
Thomas—stars gangly, hawk-nosed Ber- 
nard Menez as an awkward seducer who 
ake it with all the proper wom- 
en at best friend's country house, 
finally strips himself naked in despair 
and runs off to wind up his vacation in 
the company of three hippie demoiselles. 
Zouzou, star of Eric Rohmer's prestigious 
Chloé in the Afternoon, is slated. for 
а comedy called Les Lolos de Lola (Lola’s 
Boobs is probably the closest English 
equival dication 
of the direction of things since Claire's 
Knee). And as soon as he finds time, 
indefatigable Michel Piccoli plans to 
commit а few more cardinal sins in di- 
rector Francis (Le Trio Infernal) Girod's 
Diable en Soutane—or Devil in а Gas- 
sock—playing a priest with a weakness 
for thievery, fornication and murder, 

There pt to be new surprises 
stemming from the second liberation of 
Paris. There's also reason to hope that 
inbred French clegance, free of former 
restraints, will ultimately have a po: 
influence on serious film m 
where. France's boom of eroticism could 
become a force majeure working to nar- 
row the acstl p between the tacki- 
st hard-core porno and mature, exciting, 
intelli in which performers 
won't always have to grab for the bed- 
covers at the mere mention of s-c-x 


—as well as a cles 
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ve come across a rather disturbing find, Carstairs!” 
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AVEDON (continued from page 81) 


reflection hurrying along, and the for- 
midable prophecy comes to him that 
there will never be enough time—that 
he will see himself grown old running. 

Avedon is the grand master of the 
shion photograph. No one in the field 
ever been as consistently successful 
on so many levels. If a major part of a 
commercial photographer's need is to be 
commercial (and it is), this is a man 
deeply fulfilled. He calls himself a "very 
accessful small businessman," but the 
claim is too modest. His profits can make 
grown men weep into their Instamatics. 
For instance, he has been pitid in the 
green and ble neighborhood of 
5900.000 a year by Revlon to mei 
phose Lauren Hutton into the ultimate 
(but not loo ultimate) Ultima woman— 
a campaign that, while substantially en- 
riching both advertiser and photogr: 
pher, has virtually enshrined the model. 
The photographs, which currently domi- 
nate the front sections of most major 
gazines, take about а month. of Ave- 


av 


don's year. 

After a memorable epoch at Bazaar, he 
is now the top-seeded contract photog: 
pher at Vogue. By this time, he is such 
an éminence grise in the profession that 
there are few working photographers 


whose styles have not been affected by 
him. The essence of modern fashion work 
is to a great extent the Avedon manner. 
The keystone of that manner, and the 
key to his influence, is innovation. It has 
been his life line to reality, the grace note 
that gets him through days when m 
an Oscar de la Renta gown seems le 
than crucial to the development of the 
human soul. The now ubiquitous plain 
white background, isolating the cmotive 
model, is his invention, The notion of the 
expressive model is also largely an Avedon 
creature, stemming from his work with 
the fabulous antimannequin sisters Do- 
rian Leigh and Suzy Parker and leading 
eventually to a symbiosis of photog 

nd model previously associated only with 


ters (David Hemmings astraddle 
uschka in Blow-Up is not an image 


that comes readily to mind when you 
glance through fashion magazines of the 
pre-Avedon Thirties and Forties.) In the 
Fifties, he introduced the blurred impres- 
| of movement into fashion pictures 
and glamor portraits and pursued it so 
avidly that John Szarkowski, curator of 
photography at the Modern, once seri- 
ously suggested in his book Looking at 
ble that Avedon 


Photographs, “It is p 


was in fact one of the architects, un. 
ting or otherwise, of the jetset concept, 


“My apologies to you guys—I never thought you'd 
get away wilh it!” 


people with style do not alight.” 

Even given the disproportionate pow 
of photography in this visual age, Ave- 
don has a phenomenal instinct for the 
Zeitgeist. If turning Penelope into the 
mal Tree was nothing short of a 
chemical, imagine the sleight of eye 
needed to make Сїт Bono into the 
cover girl princess of America. Ten 
years ago, Chér sang at a party given 
by Jackie Kennedy and was spotted by 
Vogue editor Diana Vreeland, who told 
her that if she lost 50 pounds or so she 
could pose for Vogue. Belore you could 
say fairy godmother, Cher was pure pro- 
tein and she was turned over to Avedon 
for her debut in the November 1966 
issue. The relationship has been on- 
ward and upward ever since. Chér regu- 
larly appears on Vogue's cover these d 
looking like a kind of deco vampire. 
climax of sorts came when a picture 
taken for Vogue was picked up for Time 
magazine's March 17th cover story. In 
the picture, Cher stares expressionlessly 
the camera, prettier and deeper look- 
ng than her TV persona, her body 
wrapped in a diaphanous nothing and 
coiled with the tense, hustling energy 
that is the mark of the medi 
ture. The cover said everything the arti- 
cle inside tried to say and the issue was 
a newsstand sellout. 

In a milieu not exactly famous for 
social progress, the rare milestones are 
mostly his. Against determined opposi 
tion at Bazaar, he used the first non- 
aucasian model to appear in a fashion 
magazine (yellow-isbeautiful China Ma- 
chado) and later championed Donyale 
Luna as the first haute couture black 
model. Not the tle of Selma, m; 
but significant enough in a world where 
yellow and black girls represented $1.50 
an hour plus carfare. And it's worth not- 
ing that he went South carly in the civil 
rights movement and spent months pho- 
phing the participants, black and 
n the growing struggle. Out of 
this came Nothing Personal, a book he 
and James Baldwin produced in 1964 
Vor the least of his breakthroughs 
were the first hi 


star-crea- 


Christina Paolozzi. Hard to 
е. these days, but the picture sent 
hes through the ladies and gentle- 
Newsweek and Time, Aud now 


push for pubic chic. In his hos 
he showed me a contact sheet 
of Lauren Hutton, modeling nothing but 


her very welldandscaped self. 
isn't ready for Lauren below the 
he said. “Oh, well. 


шие 
waist, 


The young Avedon was no child Her- 
cules with a Brownie. He had no desire 
at all to be a photographer. The only 
son of a proud Jewish merchant might 


What turns women on? 


"Thats the first subject of a new monthly 
column of taped interviews with men and 
women about the nature of their sexuality. 
And for the answer, OUI goes to the experts: 
women themselves. Their responses are 
surprisingly frank and shockingly intimate. 

Think your technique works? Now find 
out what the other side really thinks— in the 
first uncensored installment of The Sex 
Tapes. Beginning in the current issue of OUI. 


you'll find an exclusive intervicw with t 
father of existentialism, philosopher Jean- 
Paul Sartre. 

Sartre contends the world has a future 
only if we head toward a humanitarian, 
decentralized, so t, collectivist soc 
And that's the good news. 

To have a good time— while you've still 
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dare to be something other than а busi- 
nessm: would not likely 
be а photogr In- 
stead, he had literary 


literary m 
Baldwin 


then he failed to graduate from high 
school. It was a time when all dreams of 
glory bes h a diploma, so the 
strophe was of unthinkable dimen- 
sions. He began constructing а wall of 
Ties to keep his father from finding out, 
and family life became increasingly un- 
fortable. He got а job cleaning the 


© 


him stay away from home, When the 
ion moved down to 57th Street, he 
isting and cleaning up in 


a war on, and when Mike went 
nt marine to set up its 


there was 
nto the тегс! 


photography department, Avedon fol- 
lowed. In the exotic setting of Sheeps- 
the 


head Bay, he be 
basic of all port 

picture. One d 
mug shot, he r 


most 


aces, he had become a 
only because there was 
felt capable of doing, 
The realization brought no particul 
joy, but it was a straw to clutch at in in- 
creasingly hard times. From the begin- 
ning, the merchant marine had brought 
new pressures on him. (In the holy war 
ainst Hitler, the bunks of Jewish re 
regularly scrawled with 
) Once, trying to prove himself. 
perhaps. he volunteered. 10 photograph 
utopsy. He had to climb a stepladder 
camera and hang out 


E 
photographer. 
nothing else 1 


TE 


were 


over the eviscerated body of a young min 
about his 
ng of d 


ge. He can remember a feel- 
ad that he would drop the cim- 
to the boy chest. 


er 


worse 


shape than he had entered ir. Almost 
mmediately, he went lysis, and 
for months he was so locked into his own 
h st told him that 
she was taking a few weeks off to have a 
baby, he hadn't even noticed that. she 
was pregnant. But he had a skill. He 
camera, found. (and later mar. 


wi 


h such desperate energy that 
within five years he was the boy wonder 
of commercial photography. 

The headlong rush арман 
ensuing, continued success are unpardon- 
able in certain serious quarters, where 
the romantic theory persists that (1) im- 
portant photography can be achieved 
ошу by those who suffer importantly and 
ng сип be achieved only by 


ing too little money. For this hardy 
d of purists, making a lot of money 
g pictures of beautiful women is a 
s sellout that voids all other aspects 
of a photographer's work, The stigma is 
lv escaped. But it doesn't matter as 
much as it used to. Avedon ignores the 
classic strictures, and it is because of 
photographers like him, Irving Penn 

Hiro that those strictures are disappe: 

Fm not really concerned with 
s art and what's not. I'm interested 
in all my pi Theyre just different. 
kinds of pictures with different. purposes 
and different depths. 

He isa brilliant juggler, having a great 
time. That he can balance such diverse 
elements as Catherine Deneuve and the 
Chicago Seven is perplexing 10 the pur- 
. but no more so than the idea of 
someone like Robert Frank's living for 
years with self-imposed hardships is per- 
plesing to Avedon. No matter how far 
his photography may reach, there will 
always be somebody mad because he 
never drove а taxi, never lived in a six 
floor walk-up aud never got up at five in 
the Wg to take a picture of a 
redwood. 

His lile is not as sybaritic as it mi; 
be. Work is still the main preoccupa 
Iv is the kind of life. however, with room 
for only the best. There is always good 
food oes for a weekend 
to his Fire Island shack, he goes by sea- 
plane, and he readily indulges such ex- 
pensive w 
in exhibition. More than a 
tho means the [re 
опей portr: 


nd 


mor 


10 sei 
else, 


One week out of 


hospital, commitments damp down and 
Avedon is dispatched to Los Angeles by 
Vogue to shoot pictures [or the Christ- 
ıe week, he is scheduled 
ts of Donald Sutherland, 
Cybill Shepherd, Jack Nicholson, An- 
jelic Huston, Lia Minnelli, Fred 
Astaire, Burt Reynolds, Barbra 5 id, 
Ww Beauy, Chér Bono and the 
dream queen herself, Elizabeth Taylor. 
From the moment he checks into the 
Beverly Wilshire, the project hangs on 
k of catastrophe. He is comi, 
оп for his heart, and one 


mas issue, In 
to do port 


ren 


ide 
thudding depression, Recovery 


‘ound the corner, as he had 
assumed, and he is tired most of the time, 
(In the middle of an intense conversa 
he abruptly 


ets 
he has to take a 


пей pictures are not par- 
ticularly difficul—they are glamor por- 
waits of glamorous people and he secs 
no need to cut through their seltimper- 
sonations—but he is thrown by annoy- 
ces he would normally ignore. (Up 
il now, there has been only one 
he categorically refused ever to 


nap. 


photograph again—Raquel Welch. A y 
earlier, her total absorption in herself 
had so infu 
handed her the camer 
quel. vour arms are so long and beaut 

ful I'm sure you can take these pictures 
yourself” On this trip. he adds a dic- 


у t be known 
that she will sit for re but thar 
shell talk only with Avedon. He con- 
siders the picture the most. important 
of the group, and though he has met the 
actress a few times and feels a sort of 

stinctive affection for her. he is too strung 
out to pick up the phone. Finally, he 
forces the issue, tying the success of the 
whole assignment to the T: 
He calls up. wades through 
mediaries, then hears the 
Dick. how 


New Yorka 
then tells her all about 

“Now, you just listen to momm 
Ive been there 
re every way yon can 
п tell you thi е not 
with that Great Strobe Unit in the Sky— 
you're not even in a daaaaark room. It’s 
gonna take you three months to feel 
right again, and there's not a thing you 
car do but live it out 

Не feels bett 
gratefully that she's Hollywood's royalty. 
“You're a great actress.” he s; want 
to take your picture just that way— 
better than just beautiful... like Anna 
Magnani!” 

The dity of the shooting, she shows up 
on the minute, minus the customary star- 
dass entourage, does her own make-up, 
poses patiently while Avedon works, 
trusts him. National Velvet seems life- 
times ago, but the world's only violet 
eyes are deeper than ever, still so aston- 
ishing that a jaded assistant (“He doesn't 
look at anything over 167) is sucking in 
his breath. 

When the shooting is over, Avedon is 
as dose to being his old self as he’ 
in months. At the door of the studio, 
‘Taylor embraces him, leaves her hand on 
his arm and says quietly, "Dick. ] know 
what I look like. But please, not Auna 
ani... not yet.” 
icles of Avedon's career 
s world has been that 


cuts in, "because ind 
I ad I gor th 


go. And I c 


He tells her 


been 


One of the mi 
in the looking 


he never seems to get tired of it, Energy 
has always been his long suit. Everythi 
has been possible, no choices have h 


But for a moment, after his 
second stay in the hospital, we 
showed through. He came face to 
with the realization that, yes, good Lo 
he is over 50 and maybe it’s time to 
start doling out that precious уйа 

sense that time is finite. He 
nt, thumbing nose at 
nd he's not likely to be 


to be made. 


his 


“For heaven's sake, hurry, Suzette—, 
your panties on that black rug in the first place.” 


you should never have left 


pe content with the undisputed laurels as agony, and neither the list nor the fiere 
history's greatest photographer of worst, at th gam 
in expensive dresses. Perhaps the most memorable picture the pool, there's a di 
f) The latest candidate to become Ave- is a large group portrait of the Mis- people ei And right in 
pe (опу star model of the moment is René sion. Council, 11 eminently recognizable front of me, by the edge of the 
gq Russo, a 2Oyearold from LA. who was American management types charged there's а heart attack im progre 
first spotted in а Clairol group ad. When with the day-to-day conduct of the v fecling better already.” 
= qp suggested that however great-looking General Creighton Abrams, dour old Els- Б а 
B. she might be, she seemed to have about worth Bunker and nine other earnest — One day in 1959, the phone rings and 
as much soul a y-old he an-  washand-wear warriors isolated and a Avedon answers. Cha plin call. 
swered that she could be a great model little awkward in the white void, looking ing. He hangs up, cursing cranks. The 
with enough work and time. Then he like corporate vice-presidents trying to phone rings arles Chaplin, 
shrugged: "But she has a lot more time seem comfortable at a meeting of the none other, honest Injun. Can he come 
than 1 do.” stockholders. It is an ext iry war to the studio that day, that hour, in fact, 
tot picture, a look through the side door at to have his picture taken? Avedon docs 
Та 1971, Avedon took his Rolleis and something more insidious t - Like not turn down an idol of idols, and the 
an 8x10 view camera to Victna Catch it is a terrifying picture of appointment is fixed. 
wanted eye contact to define his emo. business as usual "Things start off well the minute Chap- 
tional and somewhat uninformed opposi: The Vietnamese pictures have never Ji rives and says, "What a nice sur- 
tion to the war. To have faith in surfaces been shown, but they exist, a photo- prise; you're as short as I am." The 
is not to have in the labels on graphic body count of physical and session is a very good one. Chaplin is 
surfaces. Belore gı moral casualties that will echo beyond cooperative and, best of all. 
to ask Laura Kanelous who Thieu was all the droning tons of statistics. seems in no hurry. Avedon is flattered 
and who Ky was, yet after lie had. been gu ht ош. He takes roll 
there a few weeks, New York Times re — Avedon views the telephone with a sort s nowhere left to 
porter. Glori erson told a visiting of aboriginal wonder. Wherever he goes, nd he finally calls a halt. 
magazine edito P Aveda had al qe prendi aa clécuonic dragnet and Г you're through,” plin says, 
clearer grasp of what was going on than ime is no object. He is the kind of p perhaps you'll allow me one last pose- 
people who had been on the scene for Vite individual the Bell System has wet _ Avedon looks back down into the 
years. view finder while Chaplin lowers his head 
ee dreams about. E 
The pictures а x ER Р pa Gd prepares himsell. After a moment, 
from о one bleak February afternoon, Tm рх face leaps up toward the lens and the 
eerie silence abou hunched in à porous stone house in UP- picture is made, It is 
Тоба (paris (ГЇН state New York when the phone rings. Chaplin as a de 
nd men napalmed into driftwood dis- Avedon calling from the Hotel Fon- gers forming horns, a diabolical grin on 
urements, political prisoners crouched t#inebleaw in Miami Beach—explains Jis face: a Chaplin free of contrived 
in tiny cages—living relics of a modern that he goes to “The Blue" to have pathos, like the wonderful satirist who 
Pompeii buried under the ash and Jaya nervous breakdowns. Among other the emerged briefly in Modern Times and 
of murderous technology. There is one peutic splendors, everybody there calls The Great Dictator. more scamp th 
picture of the double damned (the sur- him Mr. A. He describes the scene: * tramp, sticking it to the high and the 
face beneath the surface), a Vietnamese sitting outside my cabana over the pool, mighty. It is obviously the picture he | 
leper for whom the w ther ing a sturgeon sandwich. The sun's come to have 
He remains at the studio for hours 
after the session is over, and when he 
leaves, he thanks the photographer as if 
Avedon has done him a favor. Late 
night, walking home after dinn 
don picks up a newspaper 
the front page thar comed 
plin has left the country after man- 
g 10 evade a process server who was 
combing the city for him all day. Chaplin 
was not to return for 20 years, In Ave- 
Чоп» darkroom is his mischievous fa 
well message to America. 
‘There is fame, and then there is fame. 
Avedon has had à movie (Funny Face) 
made about him, has been named one of 
the 100 most “i people of the Sixties 
by The New York Times, has evel 
in crossword puzzles. But there i 
something epheme all 
there is incontrovertible evide 
he has attained d 
of household word. st severa 
months during the s ad fall, a 
man calling himself, Richard Avedon 
raped women Atlanta, Cleveland, 
New York and Washington, after askin, 
them to pose for test shots. Avedon al- 
2 "Fifty now . . апа fifty after he's muffed the putt!” moit never Jew (lis picture арвай 
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Why do you 


smoke? 


With what you've been hearing about smoking these days, you probably 
wonder sometimes why you smoke at all. 

Yet you enjoy it. 

Because smoking a cigarette can be one of those rare and pleasurable 
private moments. 

And the chances are you don't want to give up any of that. 

Which brings us to Vantage. 

Vantage is the cigarette for people who don’t entertain the idea of giving 
up cigarettes because they find cigarettes too entertaining. 

Vantage is the cigarette for people who have come to realize that most 
cigarettes that give them the flavor they want also give them a lot of the ‘tar’ 
and the nicotine that they may not want. 

Vantage is the cigarette for people who've 
found that most low ‘tar cigarettes don't give them 
anything at all. 

The thing that makes Vantage special is that 
its filter is based on a new design concept that gives 
smokers the flavor of a full-flavor cigarette without 


anywhere near the tar and nicotine. , VANTAGE | 
» м tar 
Now we don't want to suggest » est 08:5. 
nicotine. 


that Vantage is the lowest ‘tar’ and 
nicotine cigarette you'll find. 

It isn't. 

But it sure is the lowest one that 
will give you enjoyment. 

And that’s why you smoke. Right? & 


Warning: The Surgeon General Has Detel 


That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous toYour Health. Filter. 11 ma. "tar", 0.7 mg. nicotine, Menthol: 11 mg. "tar; 
08 mg. nicotine, av. per cigarette, ЕТС Report OCT. 74. 
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print, as a protection against mothers 
pushing their gawky 
them, so the 5 
over six fee 
out much risk (and 
remarkable success). 
Given the rapists prodivity to sam- 
ple the wares of different cities, the po- 
е circulated descriptions to the airlines 


аууз al- 


Avedon and was arrested 
when the plane landed. Two days 
Avedon's secretary typed the follow 
lette 


Dear Detective F 

1 heard from your office this morn- 
ing that you might have found the 
man. If it is indeed he, would you 
help me arrange, with his consent 
of course, to do a portrait of him 
1 could do this anywhere by setting 
up a studio in а small room. The 
siting could or could nor include 
an interview, which might help him 
to present his views. 


incerely, 
Richard Avedon 


(Anyway, it turns out it was the wrong 
. Stewardesses must be forgiven their 
winter dreams. The real impostor is still 
out there, ladies, so be aw 

real Avedon is a litle guy who 
camera and won't ask you to pose lor 
pictures.) 


Speaki 
ly. Cartier-Bresson admitted the suspicion 
that the “decisive moment" he searches 


for sometimes occurs because he is there. 
Not 


seme that the 
n inject self- 
ion but in the 
odder sense that his particular presence 
is a force that alters the balance of 
things. The same sort of stirring of ele- 
ments seems evident in Avedon’s finest 
work. He has followed the w 
setting things up, has worked through 
teraction with the sitter, deciding 
is he wants ular 
d theme of fea- 
nd fooling a little with technical 
nd then something comes 
up in the developer that neither photog- 
pher nor sitter could have anticipated. 
This warp is no everyday 
event, of course, There is no guarantee. 
105 posible that the chances are in- 
creased in. proportion to the energy and 
strength of will the siuer pits 
Avedon’s insistent scrutiny. There is; for 
instance, a picture of Oscar Levant that 
was included in the Whitney Museu 
recent giant exhibition of photography 
in America. Le 
sure grip on 
ter what damage he m 


in the obvious 
nce of a camer 


tures 
alternatives, 


projected image, no mat- 
y have done to 


himself in order to create it, changing 
Irom musician and intellectual into fierce 
gadfly and seltadvertiser. And it was 


impossible for Avedon not t0 have strong: 
ly preconceived ideas about what could 
be read in Levant’s face. Yet the picture 
vastly surpasses the struggle of their con- 
tending visions. Taken a month before 
his death, it is a photograph of Levant 
1 ag, his mouth raw and maniacal, 
ady with the next indrawn breath to 
suck the viewer into the echoing recesses 
of his mind. The disembodied head 
slightly blurred, like а planet spin 
100 fast to be completely frozen in time 
We are seeing a man who has put on 
the cynic's mask as a lark and then has 
been unable to take it off; and who by 
wearing it so long has been forced finally 
to coniront the ultimate, terrible joke 
Ч nis the butt of; and whose awful 
laughter at that joke, in the moments 
belore the trap is sprung, is the purest 
anguish for us all. It is a picture опе 
doesn't stare at too long. 

nevitably, given the loaded 
(ces, the same kind of break- 
ugh came at the end of the six years 
he spent photographing his father. From. 
the start, Avedon had considered the se- 
ries a continuation of the portraits he 


Almost. 


once called "sermons on bravado"— 
pictures that celebrate an awesome 
in the [ace of insurmountable 


odds—and seven of the eight photo- 
graphs shown at the Modern reflected 
this motif. But in one, taken at the last 
sitting of the many the two men had 
been through together, the photographer 
looked unexpectedly through а cra 
the curtain and recorded more, perhaps. 
п he had bargained lor. Ehe picture 

st seems like the others, a remark- 
study more-or-less-ordi 
man transfigured by his struggle against 
h. But his glance strays off to the side 
as if he has forgotten that the camera and 
are there. He looks away, and for 
ever he sees strips him ol 


of a 


his last shred of vanity and he se 
that 


know nothing, neither these h: 
his own dignity, 
And tha 
e is no way to be ready in the end. 
The mate to this picture was used for 
the exhibition's poster, On an impulse, 
Avedon sent a signed poster to Becket, 
whom he met. The picture 
but he 


never 


conveys its message brill 
should have sent the other. 


Arts 
mount 


The Minneapolis Institue of 
save Avedon «cedente. 
ol space in 1970 for an ex 
about 250 portraits, 
heroes 
mers that John Lahr 
theater.” In the catalog for that show 
the photographer quoted the last sen- 
tence of Virginia Woolf's Writer's Diary: 
“And now with some pleasure I find that 
it's seven; and must cook dinner. Had- 
dock а 
that one g: 


aum- 
pily called “silent 


s along. still rui 


so 
not yet growing old, gaining a 
certain hold on his fellow human beings 


by photographing them. He is arguably 
the best portrait photographer America 
has ever produced, but if the term su; 
gests Bachrach and his dependable 
s of resolute executives, the 
badly applied to Avedon. He is nothin 
less than a collector of souls, since a face. 
certain forgiving age, contains the 
graffiti of all its owner's graces and dep- 
redations, meanness of spirit or benevo- 
lence. Cocteau called him a "wonderfu 
avible mirror,” and in this glinting sur 
face the sitter risks really seeing himself 
for the first time. Yet there is allure in 
Doone Arbus, who has arr 
tings in recent years, says: 
very seductive to think that you might be 
seen in some way you haven't be 
seen—th ў 
ing at a place where you have 
Avedon has had the good luck and 
good sense to have settled long ago on 
d as freeing as the 
n face, pulled out 
of its usual, protective environment by 
the white background, standing for noth- 
g bur itself. Within the framework of 
this matrix, he relentlessly pursues the 


dues lurking in surfaces, charting 
bravado and obsession and even, finally, 
the ominous fringes of existential despai 


the process, he is pushing the concept 
of poruaiture toward frontiers conquer- 
able only by photog 


's the other 
k in the manic pink again. 
stonished city kid blink 
limelight. Without a twitch (or so 
seems), he will pop up in Newsweek 
ture of fashion, 


the 


best in 
Richard Avedon who 
Jacob Israel Avedon is sooner or 
going to have to deal with this facile and 
distracting acrobat. The path of his por- 
ts is going to get harder and s 
ıd the ample comforts of the comme: 
cial craft constantly beckon him to rel 
awhile and cat a few lotuses. 

In a sense, the choice has been made 
already. Heaven forbid that the fu 
should be without a decent inner thigh 
now and then, but the real work 
pr private 
yond the looking glass. It is 
silver bromide with a cast of characte 
worthy of Homer or Tolstoy, or mayl 
Lewis Carroll. The denouement is no- 
where in sight, but look at the faces—the 
хаце is coming clear: We are peerin 
up a long da lor, at ourselve: 

There is lessly hidde! 
the word: phy. Light /writing 
What g us is the light 
writing on the wall 


lax. 


gress goes on i 


photo /g 
Avedon is show 


"I certainly appreciate your coming over every evening. Mr. Barlow, 
and helping me with the crossword puzzle." 
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dogmate of the Year 


(continued [rom page 133) 
you do in soccer." With two games and 
three practices a week—that’s about 14 
hours of running in all—there are bound 
to be days when Marilyn doesn't feel 
much like getting out there and doing 
it; “but after I get started and work 
out for about ten minutes, T get my 
wind and it feels OK." Things are not 


made harder, of course, by the fa 
the team plays in beautiful 
lani Park, amid the kitelliers and the 


picnickers. It sounds like an idyllic ex- 
istence. But Marilyn is restless, because 
she hasn't been working (that's partly 
our fault; we've kept her on such a busy 
schedule, flying to the mainland for 
photo sessions, that she’s had difficulty 
getting « job). She did fill up 60 hours 
of her time by attending an awareness 
seminar held by a San Francisco-based 
n called EST (for Erhard Sei 
ing). Kip had signed up. then 
found himself unable to take the four- 
session course: Marilyn went ahead with 
it—seminar people were delighted, later 
on, to discover that a Playmate had par- 
ticipated—and found it “kind of like the 
stuff Castaneda wrote about in the Don 
Juan books. You learn to look at the 
world from different points—and to 
stop your internal dialog. People talk 
about their hang-ups and find out that 
they're really OK—for what the 
atislying as that was, Marilyn wants to 
work. At one time, she'd have been de- 


shted not to—but everything changes, 
Mari 


ude 


duding people's att 
lyn—not without som 


with a firm resolve to head back to Ha- 
waii whenever she can—is expecting to 
spend more time on the mainland this 
year, looking for modeling assignments 
and other ways to capitalize on her Pl. 
mate of the Year status. Of couse, just 
by virtue of her ascension, she receives 
a queenly complement of gifts, headed 
by a $5000 check from PLAvsov and а 
Porsche 9118 coupe, in Playmate Pink, 
with fivespecd transmission and a top 
speed of 134 mph (it goes for about 
513.000 on thc market). As a matter of 
fact, Marilyn will have her choice of 
msportation, since she also gets a 
Kawasaki G5 100-c.c. on/oft-road motor 
cycle, with a full line of Kawasaki Ac- 
cesory riding clothes, helmet included; 
and a ten-speed Schwinn LeTour bicycle, 
in Playmate Pink. When Marilyn does 
some serious t d a wip for 
two 10 Paris 
goodies—she can 
set of Samson: 


cluded i 
tke her new tice piece 
age, in Columbine 
Blue, her high-powered zoom binoculars 
by Bushnell and her 35mm singlelens 
mera, with a 50mm [/1.7 lens, 
Model 450/SLD. from Vivitar. Back home. 
she and Kip can while away any idle 
hours with their leather-cased backgam- 
mon set from Aries of Beverly Hills. 
And, being music freaks, they'll surely 
appreciate a QRT-HO Stereo 2/Quad- 


rascope 4 receiver, with builtin eight- 
track, two/four-channel tape player, from 
Suporscope. 


We've no doubt that. Marilyn will go 
оп to accrue still greater rewards from her 
new-found but, as you can se 
she's not off to a bad start, by any means. 


“But it's only a word!” 


(continued [rom page 98) 
feel the silkiness of her hair against his 
neck and cheek. “I know another game,” 
she whispered. 

Sure, “Just wait" Derek said. 

Lowell opened the envelope. Abrupily, 
Nat jerked forward and snatched the en- 
velope from him. reaching inside. 

“Nat, you bitch!” 

Her hand came out with two banker's 
packs of 20s, 

"Uncle Lowell.” she breathed. “So this 
is what he's paying you.” 

He tore the money from her hand, 
grabbed the envelope, thrust both packs 
back into his lap and slapped her sound- 
ly on the face, 

"Hey!" Derek yelled 

“How much?" she taunted Lowell. 

Lowell wedged the money hack into 
the envelope, wrapped it tightly and 
wedged it beneath him, sitting on it. 

"There's more, too, isn’t there 

Her voice had lost much of its little- 
girl inflection: Something in it was be 
coming raw and caustic 

“Come on, come on. I want to know 
what I'm worth. Ha! What I'm worth to 
dy to stay out of the pa-pers. 

It's not my money,” Lowell said nerv 
ously. “Ten thousand, but it's for your 
father, so shut up. 

Nat leaned on Derek's shoulder ара 
and tickled his ear lobe with a finger. 
"Let's take it," she whispered. 

Derek shook his head. He didn't 1 
that: banker's packs of 90s. "Nat, 
uncomfortably 

“You'd better not listen to her. For 
your own sake.” 

“Lers,” she said, clapping her hands 
twice. 

“Do you still need proof?” 

Derek was silent. She returned to his 
shoulder, warm on his shoulder, and her 
right hand began to run tender circles 
round his chest, moviug slowly down. 
ard. Some monster. Hell. maybe he 
should just pull over, drop both of them 
off. But . . . banker's packs. 


"We could play another game,” she 
id. popping her lips. 

Nat" 

She tapped his fly lightly. "Knock- 
knock.” 

“Nat, I'm thinking.” 

"You're supposed to say, ‘Who's 


there?’ 

"Who's there?” 

“Me.” She squeezed. 

"Me who?" Damn her, damn her. 

"Meeccorrrowwwwww," and her fin- 
gen along the inside of 1 
thigh, through his cordovan slacks. Then, 
abruptly, she jerked back and sat stock- 
still, with folded arms. 

“TH you" Lowell said 
even tones, “five hundred doll: 


п slow 
if you 


cinnati, deliver 


keep driving on to Ci 
us to the Powell Clini 

“Not enoug Derek said immedi- 
ately. He wondered if anything were 
enough to keep him driving for hours 
with the two of them in this car. One 
had to go, and he had a fairly certain 
idea which one. 

“Then a thousand.” 

“Who's her father?" Derck asked. 
There were too many things he didn’t 
know. Those banker's packs disturbed 


uh, he's 


"Il sce.” Derek saw the sign ahead, 
announcing the list exit to Bowli 
Green. He could let Lowell off ther 
He'd half promised it to Nat, and surely 
there were motels off its—if they 
motel; plenty of room in a 
But those bankers packs 


Phere it is... there it іў... let him 
off now." 

"Lowell, how about some poker?" The 
idea struck h pable. Ten 
thousa ? I would put 
this whole question of keeping Lowell in 
the car to a test, at least, 

“Forget 

Derek let up on the accelerator and 
d braking. 

What the hell are you doing?” 

Derek pulled onto the shoulder and let 
the car come to a gentle stop. Far ahead 
was Ше green sign, 
noun the next 
en. "Out, Lowell,” Derek said. Clean. 
He liked that. 


st 


led and rubbed 
od for you, good for you." 

Lowell paled. “You wouldn't.” The 
forelock dangled and Derek sensed that 
he was beyond brushing 
icense-plate poker, 
nds cach. Your ten thous: 
he patted the dashboard. 
eleven-five for 


шайы” 
“Worth tha 
it, Less than 
“You're 
“Then get out” 
Nat smiled at Lowell and slowly made 
а fist and out of the fist rose her middle 


"he growled, reaching for her 


arm, 
“Leave her alone. Get out. Take your 
bag. ran 
Lowe а hand over his face. 


"You could be in trouble . . . with 
the courts. And with her. All kinds of 
trouble." 

"Yeah. ‚ Lowell.” 

“You haven't even seen my proof. You 
don't believe me.” He wet his lips 
“The Powell Clinic. Pay you . . . two 


We play poker 
no bet. That's larceny.” 
Derek reached over both of them 
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and jerked the passenger door open. 
"Out, Lowell.” Derek said through 
clenched teeth. 
“АП right, all right. 
ги play.” 
"Now, 


king bastard, 


wait a minute, Lowell. You 


you play on my terms. Get into the 


^t the hell into the back seat.” His 
nerves were taut, cracking. 

Lowell got into the back and slammed 
the door angrily. Derek winced. 

We cach get three cars” Derek was 
d two rearview mirrors 
and dynamite pickup. Up to him who 
passed and when they passed. Fair bet. 
Sure. 
son of a fucking bitch.” 
Sticks and stones can break his bones, 
but names, you motherfucker, can never 
hurrrrt him," Nat chanted. 

Derek told Lowell to put the envelope 
atop the dashboard and glanced inside 
to be certain. Ves, a batch of lovely, love- 
ly packets. He could count them 
A slow, lingering count. It was 
as good as his money. In the euphori: 
Lowell’s compliance, Derek jotted a 
he envelope to facilitate transfer of 
tide—ha!—and took out his registration 
and tile and laid those atop the en- 
velope and started the car 

“You'll beat him, you'll beat him 
you'll beat him,” Nat rushed, rubbing 


on 


inst him. He re: 
shoulder and shaped he 
Sloping so ripely: ahhh. 

“Yours first, Lowell, OK: 
the last one. Just in case 
you're as bad as she is, you know. Just 
as messed up.” 

Here it comes.” He slowed for a vinyl- 
top Ford with Illinois plates. It passed 
and read off the number and 
cs and sixes. Derek lowered 
d to cup the underside of her 
d he bounced it: yes, fine firm 
giggled and leaned over to kiss 
French kiss. Derek even let a 
Chevy past. He announced kings and 
cights. 

“Hah!” Nat chirped. "Yours, Unde, 
00000000. Just а dinky pair of threes. 
Тоо bad. Too bad." 

Derek smoothed his right hand down 
the T-shirt and slipped beneath it at the 
bottom and rubbed her belly, Trim and 
smooth. His fingers worked under her 
bel 


right breast. 


He wanted 


Kidnaping. That's a felony. Extor- 
tion. Thats a felony. You could spend 
а long time regretting what you're doing, 
Derek. Do you realize that” 

Tickles,” she giggled. 

A yellow Volks sedan picked up quick- 
ly from behind. 8 t except for a 
five. 

A semi wis hogging good high 
space. Hed just found warm fur. Abhhhh, 


lower, moist warm. pocket beneath. that 
fur: His finger snuggled inside, then slid 
slowly back out. Nat caught her breath. 
Let the semi pass. 

Warmer. Deeper. Moist heaven. Slow 
slide back, she's thriving. 

The truck whipped past in а flash of 
sucked air, followed by a tailgating 
Chrysler. Son of a bitch, Derek thought 
but they were both going at least 65 in 
55 zone, and nobody had a chance to 
read the entire plate, There were a lot 
of figures on the plate, though. And 
Derek didn't like what he saw: AAI. 

“Damn it, there's mine. Catch 
come on, catch up. 
“He's speeding,” Derek s; 

hen speed. Thars my 
mine.” 

"Give you the next car.” 

"Oh, no. You catch up to that car. 
In an abrupt and furious motion, Lowell 
lunged over the front scat and j 
hand down had on 
knee. The Lincoln shot à 
and Derek withdrew his 
hand to lock the steering wheel back onto 
the road. Nat bit Lowell's wrist as he 
withdrew his hand, Lowell screamed. 
You're mad!" Derek shouted. 

“That is my car." Lowell's voice shook 
through bit teet 
Derek shivered. The Chrysler w: 
ht; he could caich up to it easily 
enough. So what? He had the last car 
and there's always a higher hand in the 
deck. He accelerated. 

“HAAI77. You lose.” Lowell leaned 
forward between Nat and Derek nd 
collecied the envelope and the pink slip 

d the slip. 

“Not yet,” Derek said. feeling a chill 
wasn't coming from the whipped 
of the vents. 

was silent. Derek readjusted the 
rearview mirror to focus behind hin 
He could sec Lowell's smug smile in the 
mirror, Highway roulette, he was the 
croupiers litle ball. Now find double 
го. He shot forw 


up. 


d lamely. 
that's 


ner, pass and slow 
them to pass. Eighty-milean-hour cinch. 

“Wait, wait. You let them piss,” Low- 
ell ordered 
Shut up, Lowell." 

Past the Chrysler and the truck that 
didn’t count. Valiant with only four fig- 
ures. Dodge, plate too ditty to read. The 
earlier vinyltop Ford. Derck h 
forward, concentrating оп a pl 
didn't exist yet, but. would. 
and that you stop my car this 


Volks, ki 
deucs. Сепі 
ара 


ss and fours. Merc, three 
warm. Pontiac, not even 
- Couple of damned semis. 
ıu are you doing—seventy-five? 
Derek, I have no intention of becoming 
a highway casualty.” 

“We ci 


1 bear your full house, we 


can beat your full house,” Nat chanted. 

A blue car behind him, picking up 
speed. Damn—might want to pass. Fast- 
er, then. Volks ahead and beyond that 
. Black Caddy. Same as earlier? 
ning hand, а full house. What 
nd—yes—nines. But that 
a Rambler, was 


distinctly closer already. 

Hey! Hey!" Nat pointed eagerly at 
the Cadillac. “That was From 
earlier. Aces and nines, remember?" 


The rush of knowing he had the hand, 
the game, swept through Derek. Except 
for that Rambler behind him that would 
want to pass, If he pulled in front of the 
Cadillac, the Rambler would probably 
pass him before the Gadillac did. He 
slowed as he approached the Gaddy but 
ed in the left-hand lane. 

If you're slowing, get in the lane 
where you belong,” Lowell snapped, 
оппа beat your full house. 

There. Even with the Caddy: Keep it 
that way, instant roadblock, make the 
Caddy budge. Driver won't like it, think 
somebody's crazy, good for him. The 
Rambler was almost tailgating now. No 
front license plate. Damn. 

“Christ, you asshole. There's a car 
right behind us. Will you move it." 

The Caddy drive: a sweater and 
cap, stared at them unbeli ; but he 
didn't move forward. The bastard slowed 
when Derek couldn't. Shit, shit, shit, sh 
Derek shot forward. A race with the 
Rambler: He didn't need that. 

“Ооооооо,” Nat moaned. "We lost it.” 

The Rambler slid into the right-hand 
lane. Derek picked up speed to discour- 
e it, But the Rambler didn't slow; it 
kept picking up, till the driver pulled 
breast of Derek, and Derek made the 
mistake of glancing over at him. A bald, 
dapper man was at the wheel, pressing 
into the windshield much as Derek w 
and he looked 
thetically, making a painful frown and 
slowly shaking his head. It was the look 
a condemned man might give his ex- 
ecutioner. Whoever he was, Derek recog- 
nized that t someone who 
relished speeding and highway games. He 
a man desperate to get somewhere. 
Derek felt wretched. Instinctively, for- 
getting the game, he slowed. 


he wasi 


For the first time th 
Lowell laughed. It was a y laugh, 
obscenely triumphant, Nats fingers 
tightened around Derek's arm. 

“What's going to happen?” she asked. 

“You're going to the clinic. In my new 
car,” Lowell smirked. 

"Don't let him take me there, Derek. 

“He won't" Derek avoided Lowell's 
glare 

“Irs awful thei 
anythi 
‘ou won't have to go." Whatever else 
happened, she was already promised. 


; they won't let you do 


“The hell she won't" 

Derek flashed a look of anger and con- 
tempt at Lowell, but he felt too sick and 
too small to match Lowell's brazen hos- 

ility. At least he had Nat. That much. 


cupped hands into his ear. "First we 
stop and then we make Uncle Lowell 
get out and then we take off." 

“No secrets in my car." Lowell leaned 
over the front seat, tugged at Nat, jerk- 
ing her away from Derek. 

Leave her alone, Lowell. 

She shot her favorite finger up at 
Lowell without turning around and re- 
sumed whispering. “If anything goes 
wrong, there's a Howard Johnson's 
motel just off the Chestnut Street. exit 
nto Louisville, All right?” She gave a 
pert, lovely smile and Derek nodded 
dubiously. 

"What the hell is going on? 
growled. 

Abruptly, Nat curled forward in feral 
agony. "Owwwww. I have to go to the 
bathroom. Really bad 


Lowell 


"Ha!" Lowell mocked. 
“1 do! | do!" Her knees clapped 
anxiously. 


Derek slowed. Woods bled back from 
the highway on the shoulder to the righi 
melding into weedy fields. He parked 
the far edge of the shoulder. 

“You're not leaving this car. Myyyy 
car.” In a swift motion, Lowell punched 
the lock, keeping his finger on the 
button. 

"Let me out. I have to go to the bath- 
room," Nat squealed, squirming toward 
the door. 

Nat lunged over the seat into the back 
and grabbed Lowell's suitcase, with all 
the zippered compartments. 

Bitch!” Lowell howled, letting go of 
the lock. 

In a flash, Nat was out the doo 
dragging the suitcase, and began ra 
toward the woods. 

“Nat, you bitch! B 
But Lowell wouldn't budge. 

Nat danced to the nearest tree, hold- 
ing the bag aloft. “What's in it, Uncle? 
More money?" She swung the middle 
zipper open and split the bag apart to 
le clothing fall out, into high gr: 
“Awww, just stupid clothing. 
a.” His voice was a 
low, terrible growl. His fingers tightened 
set door handle, but he 


that back! 


ound the 
n't mo 
What's here?” She tugged at the 
pper to a smaller compartment. A shav- 
g bag tumbled out and she set the ba 
down to recover it. “Ohhh, it’s heavy. 
Goodies, Uncle?” 

“Nat, I'm warning you; Nat, Fm warn- 
g you." His voice sounded autonomi 
like a recording loop. The door swung 
open, but still he didn’ 
She had the zipper open and brought 


move. 
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and vials 
у drugstore! Lookit all 
this!" She flung the bottles helter-skelter 
over her shoulder. “The rabbits will love 
you, Unde. Stoned rabbits! Here, rab- 
bits." She reached for another handful 
d tossed them even more broadly. 

Lowell suddenly turned toward Derek: 
His face was white and the ugly forelock 
swung like a misplaced naked tail. “Give 
те my keys. 

Derek took the keys from the ignition 
and pocketed them. He glared back at 
Lowell, half regreuing that Lowell re- 
sined in the car, because that made it 
difficult to laugh. 

“Unde’s feeding the rab-bits.” Nat 
upending the shaving bag and 
ng the remaining items fall out. She 
knelt down to uy another compartment 
of the sui 

“Leave it alone," Lowell cried, but in 
a dim voice, with scarce energy. 

Nat rose with an armful of manila 
envelopes, She tore one open and shook 
the contents c med for a 
tin most. fell 
clump at her feet. “Just bonds and stocks 
nd ма. They're no fun." She kicked 
scornfully at the pile at her feet and 
more papers walted around like blown 
oversized confetti. 

Lowell lumbered clumsily out the door, 
as if unable to stop himself. “No, Nat, 
you can't; T'I kill you, Nat, you little 
bitch. . 

She tore open the next envelope and 
poured the contents into her other hand, 
shaking her head. “Anybody want to 
open up a bank? Lookir all these checks.” 
sdainfully she added, "But they're all 
canceled," As Lowell went toward her 
like some slow wounded beast, she tore 
loose the rubber band and swung the 
packet of checks high into the air. The 
checks flew everywhere, in a ишету brief 
Irs aaaayyyy-ning. Watch you 
don't get yourself wet, Uncl 

Lowell was paralyzed by ih 
stood and stared unbelievingly 
Ilutering checks. some of them travel 
onto the shoulder down the road, 
onto the road itself; and he made 
pitiful effort to grab at several in mid. 
Then, with a cry of alarm and pain, he 
hed at Nat. 

Derek swung open his door and 
toward the Lowell 
with Natalie for the last of the m: 
nvelopes: knowing that he could h 
her, he would hurt her. By the time 
Derek reached them, though, Nat had 
somehow squirmed away and Lowell, 
clutching the envelopes to his breast, 
turned and grabbed for Derek's pocket. 
e keys, give me my keys" His 
hand reached inside Derek's pocket and 
Dei d back, ripping the s 
ached for the keys to hold them ti 
in his fist. 


Some sw; 


mom the breeze; 


toa 


storm, 


bleau stru 


“Cool it, Lowell, relax." Derek didn't 
relish any kind of fight with Lowell; not 
this Lowell, 

Lowell's head shook; he dropped the 
envelopes, all but the earlier envelope, 
which was wedged down inside his belt. 
“My keys, let me have my keys.” 

Behind him, Nat was waving toward 
Derck excitedly, reachiug her hands up 
together to signal that Derek throw the 
k Derek hesitated, lo h 
for Lowell to grab at his wrist. It was a 
tight. torturous grip. and Lowell tried 
to squeeze Derek's wrist around. Derek 
tore loose and pitched the keys to Nat. 
She dashed back to the Lincoln and shut 
and began locking the doors. Lowell 
turned to stare а the car, almost 
stupeficd. 

"You dumb fool,” he said hollowly, 
only half to Derek. "You dumb, dumb 
fool." 

Nat stated the car and suddenly took 
off in а jetting spurt that made Derek's 
stomach wrench, He raced after her and 
Lowell, hesiciting to watch the papers 
flutter, began to race alter Derel 

She stayed on the shoulder, driving too 
fast for the shoulder, shooting stones and 
a great spume of dust behind her that 
Derek had to wince against as he ran, 
rely able to see the car in front of him. 
Get onto the highway, at least, he 
thought frantically; he was afraid to ran 
100 [а t too Close, for fear of being 
hit in the eye with a spewed pebble. But 
she stayed on the shoulder, stopping as 
abruptly as she had started, about 100 
yards ahead. 

Lowell was fast. He kept just behind 
Derek, and Derek could race, he 
couldn't cr nce be- 
tween hims 
yards yet from the Continental, alr 
severely winded, Derek saw Nat lool 
back at both of them, making a di: 
pointed. f t Lowell was so dose. 
She rocketed the car forward again, this 


s to hei 


enoug 


e tl 


g the highway and becoming 
a ling white blur in the distance, 
Derek stopped. feeling sick and nau- 


sened and dizzy. The first How 
Johnson's in Louisville; meantime, she'd 
left him here, with Lowell. 

“You'll never see it again, you'll never 
see her Lowell said between 


ragged b 


again,” 


away." Derek bent forward, 


gs. You're responsible. 
Get out of here.” 

Lowell turned and began walking 
down the road. 

Derek began hurding his thumb at 
the cars that kept hurtling back only air 
and an occ stone: he had only one 
thought in his mind: Get to the Howard 


Johnson's in Louisville. Down the road, 
Lowell stooped in the grass, collecting 
the things from his suitcase. He didn’t 
take long at it. Within a few minutes he 
Was out at the edge of the shoulder, but 


he didn't wave a thumb or an а He 
waited ull the пас was clear and 
crossed to the median, Derek couldn't 


figure itz was he going to hitchhike from 
the other side? Return to Rapids for h 
Pinto? Not that it mattered: Lowell was 
such an uncanny compound of stupidity 
and arrogance that despite everything 
that had gone wrong, Derek enjoyed at 
least his powcrlessness—feeble, lone, 
helpless man on an island in an asph 
with his suitcase that cerai 
couldn't contain everything it had coi 


ned li Derck almost felt sorry 
for him. 
When Lowell reached the far side 


of the highway, he walked back to- 
d the trees, into the shade, and 
down on his suitcase. He wasn't hitch- 
hiking? Curious, Derek began walking 
down the highway, lifting his thumb 
automatically at passing cars. The 
seemed warmer and he rolled up his 
shirt sleeves as he walked, Still no move- 
ment in Lowell, nothing. When 1 
reached the point on the highway oppo- 


site Lowell, he paused. Was he grinning 
Derek could 
psych-out: 
empty, 


ч be si 
Lowell giving 
une 


Maybe it was a 
Derek 0 
pauper's 
k tried 10 concentrate on his 


hitchhiking, t was impossible. He 
didn't believe a cir would stop: and he 
more curious about Lowell. The 


1 was grinning, he was certain of 
it. But why? The man gave new meaning 
to the word loser. Yet he could sit there 
and grin at Derek—evil, hexing grin— 
till a car, a blue Rambler sedan, pulled 
off on Lowell's side of the highway, brak- 
fter spotting Lowell. 

Derek looked carefully. No, no, no. 
Bald driver. And Lowell—who hadn't 
used his thumb, who'd simply waited— 
was dashing toward the car. Derek raced 
across the highway and onto the median. 
Lowell was inside che cur 
the sound of pa cus Derek could 
hear the door s the 
pliate—acquired ha read 
them from a distance now—bu 
the same plate, it wasu’t Louisi 


nd over 


10w, 


lam. 


па, and 


the figures crazily read AAASIO. No, 
be. 


And Derek 
and 


nbler 


another plate: caut 
would have screamed 
ely chased after the 
s dillerent plate if he hadr 
another car, a white I 
mental, driven by a yoi 
with blonde hair, n the same 
lane just beh r. And she 
nced in his direction, but she didn't 
even wave. 


ncoln 
ng lovely girl 


“Of course my valuables are in there, silly. There's 
nothing but money and jewelry in my purse!" 
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MORE IRREGULAR THAN EVER: OUR NOTED DETECTIVE SPORTS 
AN AFRO AND DABBLES IN KARATE WITH THE ALMOND-EYED 
DR. DATSON—BY SOL WEINSTEIN AND HOWARD ALBRECHT 


“QUOTATIONS FROM CHAIRMAN JIMMY"—THE GREEK 
OFFERS SOME ADVICE ON PLAYING THE GAMES AT LAS VEGAS; 
E.G., DON'T TAKE THEM TOO SERIOUSLY—BY MIKE RICH 


“POCKETS OF PROSPERITY"—TO MAKE MONEY IN HARD 
TIMES, BUILD A DOOMSDAY MOUSETRAP—BY LEE BERTON 


“LEGS!"—THE OTHERS HAD THEIR TURN. NOW THEY'LL HAVE TO 
STAND ASIDE FOR CONNOISSEURS OF THE NETHER EXTREMITIES. 
A NINE-PAGE PICTORIAL DEDICATED TO THE LOWER LIMBS 


*DUNLUP CRASHES IN"—THE CREATOR OF THE LAST PICTURE. 
SHOWTAKES US ON ANOTHER TEXAS-SIZED ODYSSEY, THROUGH A 
DANCE HALL IN A POTATO-CHIP TRUCK—BY LARRY MC MURTRY 


“THE GOOD DOCTOR"—WILLIAM JENNINGS BRYAN, JR., CHIEF 
OF THE AMERICAN INSTITUTE OF HYPNOSIS, CLAIMS HE MAKES 
HIS GIRL COME 60 TIMES A DAY. WHICH IS BETTER THAN BARKING 
LIKE A SEAL. REPORT ON A SEMINAR—BY ROGER RAPOPORT 


“SUPER SURFER” —PLAYBOY HANGS TEN WITH SURFING 
CHAMP AND SUPERSTAR COMPETITOR LAURA BLEARS CHING 
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INGREDIENTS: 1 oz. FARLY TIMES, 1 oz. Creme de Banana. INGREDIENTS: 2 oz. EARLY TIMES, 1 oz. Triple Sec, orange juice. 
¥% oz. Triple Sec, ¥% oz. Lemon Juice. 2 oz. Pineapple Juice. RECIPE: Fill highball glass with ice. Add 2 oz. EARLY TIMES and 
RECIPE: In Blender combine 1 oz. EARLY TIMES, 1 oz. Creme de Banana, 1 oz. Triple Sec. Fill with orange juice, and stir. 
% oz. Triple Sec, 7 oz. Lemon Juice. 2 oz. Pineapple Juice, with ice; pour in Float teaspoon Grenadine. 
highball glass half filled with cracked ice. Garnish/pineapple slice, straw. 


Ww 
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INGREDIENTS: 1 oz. EARLY TIMES, 1 oz. Triple Sec, 1 oz. Dry Vermouth. INGREDIENTS: 1 oz. EARLY TIMES. % oz. Green Creme de Menthe, 
RECIPE: Combine 1 oz. EARLY TIMES, 1 oz. Triple Sec, 1 oz. % az. White Creme de Cacao, 1 oz. Coffee Cream. 
Dry Vermouth, with cracked ice; strain inte stem glass. RECIPE: Shake with cracked ice 1 oz. EARLY TIMES. 
Garnish /lemon twist. % oz. Green Creme de Menthe, % oz. White Creme de Cacao, 
1 oz. Cream. Strain into whisky sour glass. 


Kentucky 6 


Straight Bourbon ^ 


me 
INGREDIENTS: 1% oz. EARLY TIMES, Tomato Juice, Worcestershire Wherever you are, and whatever you mix us with, cola 
Sauce, Tabasco Sauce, Slice of lime (or Favorite Bloody Mary Mix). ginger ale, The Uncola; cherry soda, lemonade, water or Just 


RECIPE: Combine 1% oz. EARLY TIMES, Tomato Juice, поме 
Worcestershire and Tabasco Sauce to taste (or Bloody Mary Міх) a Getter it lea cubes: once you Know Us wot Ne Us: 


Add ingredients to highball glass filled with ice. Garnish /lime slice. Th 


-What's More? 


Its longer. 
It's leaner. 
Its slower. 
Its easy drawing. 
Itsacigarette. 


1] 20 class 
CIGARETTES. 


experience. cooling blast. 


176 a whole new look in 
cigarettes. 

A whole new feel. 

A whole new length. 

More. It’s the first 120mm. 
cigarette. Longer and slower- 
burning than a conventional 
cigarette. More gives you more 
time for those relaxing mo- 
ments, More flavor yet surpris- 
ing mildness. 

More. Put your cigarette 
against it. 


Tf you like menthol, now you 
can have More Menthol. 

It's the new 120mm menthol 
cigarette that starts with a blast, 
then gives you more coolness 
and tobacco taste. 

More Menthol. The longest, 
coolest menthol experience 


More Menthol. Put your men- 
thol cigarette against it. 


© 1574-5, куно товиссо со. 


Over 50% more puffs than a 100mm cigarette. 
Yet More doesn’t cost more. 


The first 120mm cigarette. 


| Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 


That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous toYour Health. 


Filter, Menthol: 21 mg. “tar”, 1.6 mg. nicotine-av. per cigarette by ЕТС method. 


